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F O R E W O R OD 


It is perhaps not surprising that Madach should have 
had to wait so long for a really worthy English translation, 
for the difficulties are manifold and obvious: but all the 
warmer should be the welcome extended to MM. Meltzer 
and Vajda. 

That much more recent product of Magyar genius, 
Psalmus Hungaricus of Kodaly, needs only the waving 
of the conductor’s wand and its secrets stand revealed to 
us in the language of every human ear. ‘‘The Tragedy of 
Man”’ is no less characteristic, no less revealing, but it is 
subtler and more elusive; words and actions sometimes 
cloud over its underlying philosophy. 

Its latent pessimism was a natural product of the 
poet’s own times — he did not live to see the great revival 
of 1867 and probably died too soon to realise the part 
that he and other brilliant contemporaries were playing in 
the literary renaissance of Hungary. Thus it is still possible 
to question the view which treats him as a pessimist, and 
to claim the final note of reviving courage and hope, as 
redeeming the progressive decline and downward trend 
of humanity throughout the course of the drama. Aspira- 
tion, followed by disillusionment, is the law of life, so long 
as Adam plays the Prometheus: but when the lesson has 
been rubbed in by experience, almost ad nauseam, the 
final goal is suddenly visible — redemption through faith, 
and knowledge that materialist negation leads nowhere. 

The theme of Adam inevitably suggests a comparison 
with Faust and Manfred, but it is one which not even the 


D 


most superficial study can warrant. Madach has an origi- 
nality all his own, resting upon high imaginative and 
reflective gifts, tempered by keen national feeling and 
expressing itself through an instrument peculiarly well 
adapted for poetic expression. 

It may be hoped that this translation will serve as a 
key to unlock to English readers a great if little known 
literature and the psychology of a nation still destined to 
play an eminent part in the history of Central Europe. 


R. W. SETON-WATSON. 
2 June, 1933. 


INTRODUCTION 


«Erst Mann und Weib zusammen 
machen den Menschen aus.» 
Kaat. 


I. The Author. 


Imre Madach was the offspring of a family in pre 
war Upper-Hungary. The first of his remembered an- 
cestors had immigrated either from Dalmatian or Croatian 
territory and was ennobled by the King of Hungary 
as early as the first half of the 13th Century. They fought 
in the wars against the Hussites, Turks, and Austrian 
Emperors. One member of the family had even taken 
prisoner Victorin Podjebrad, the son of the Bohemian 
King (1469). Another of them, as general of the anti- 
Austrian Thékély, had occupied Kassa, now Kosice 
(1682). The Madachs had been both fighters and writers ; 
there were to be found among them scholars and poets. 
As thorough-bred Hungarian gentlemen of ancient Upper- 
Hungary, they had made several translations from the 
Czech and Slovak languages; nay more, our poet had 
had an ancestor who had published poems composed 
in Slovak. 

Imre Madach, the author of The Tragedy of Man, 
was born on the 21st of January, 1823, at Als6-Sztregova, 
County Ndégrad, which was taken from Hungary by the 
Trianon peace treaty. When a mere youth he began 
writing drama, and in his twentieth year he composed 
a tragedy, Man and Wife, dealing with the story of 
Hercules and Deianira, and founded on the tragedy 
by Sophocles, but full of freedom and originality. If we 
compare this effort with his later Moses, we may find 
the main idea of his life’s chief work, which concerns 
the position of Man towards World and Wife. The principal 
political and erotic problems involved are already pro- 
minent in these early works as the fundamental motives 
and ideas of Madach. 

It is a curious fact that the story of his private life, 
in two decisive details, also emphasizes, rather tragically, 
these two problems. The poet’s sister, and her child and 
husband, an Austrian ex-officer, while attempting to flee 
the country after the Hungarian revolution of 1848—1849, 
were massacred by Roumanian highwaymen. Madach 
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most superficial study can warrant. Maddch has an origi- 
nality all his own, resting upon high imaginative and 
reflective gifts, tempered by keen national feeling and 
expressing itself through an instrument peculiarly well 
adapted for poetic expression. 

It may be hoped that this translation will serve as a 
key to unlock to English readers a great if little known 
literature and the psychology of a nation still destined to 
play an eminent part in the history of Central Europe. 
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IN TROD UCTION 


eErst Mann und Weib zusammen 
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Kast. 
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(1682). The Madachs had been both fighters and writers ; 
there were to be found among them scholars and poets. 
As thorough-bred Hungarian gentlemen of ancient Upper- 
Hungary, they had made several translations from the 
Czech and Slovak languages; nay more, our poet had 
had an ancestor who had published poems composed 
in Slovak. 

Imre Madach, the author of The Tragedy of Man, 
was born on the 21st of January, 1823, at Alsé-Sztregova, 
County Négrad, which was taken from Hungary by the 
Trianon peace treaty. When a mere youth he began 
writing drama, and in his twentieth year he composed 
a tragedy, Man and Wife, dealing with the story of 
Hercules and Deianira, and founded on the tragedy 
by Sophocles, but full of freedom and originality. If we 
compare this effort with his later Moses, we may find 
the main idea of his life’s chief work, which concerns 
the position of Man towards World and Wife. The principal 
political and erotic problems involved are already pro- 
minent in these early works as the fundamental motives 
and ideas of Madach. 

It is a curious fact that the story of his private life, 
in two decisive details, also emphasizes, rather tragically, 
these two problems. The poet’s sister, and her child and 
husband, an Austrian ex-officer, while attempting to flee 
the country after the Hungarian revolution of 1848—1849, 
were massacred by Roumanian highwaymen. Madach 
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himself, in 1852, for giving shelter to one of his relatives, 
who had happened for some time to be the secretary 
of Louis Kossuth, was imprisoned for a year in the 
military gaol at Pest. During his incarceration his wife, 
whom he had married in 1845, abandoned him and 
finally they divorced. 

In his later years he turned to politics; and, as a 
public speaker, proved very successful, — though he was 
still deeply engaged in literature. But the Hungarian 
public took no notice of him. He wrote some wonderful 
lyrics, but these even now-a-days do not enjoy the 
popularity they deserve. Throughout his life-time Imre 
Madach and the Hungarian public remained aloof from 
each other. 

In January 1862 he took the manuscript of his 
Tragedy of Man to Janos Arany, the unofficial poet 
laureate of his country, who, at the first glance, recognised 
the great value of the work and added the final touches 
to the wording. And now, at the age of forty-one, the time 
of fame and glory might have dawned for Madach. But, 
on the 5th of October, 1864, he succumbed to his long 
inherent heart-disease. 


II. The Work. 


The Tragedy of Man is one of the most extraordinary 
works in literature, a dramatic poem of the type of 
Goethe’s Faust and Byron's Cain. It is a grand epic of 
humanity for humanity, of which the hero is Adam, the 
eternal man, and the heroine Eve, the eternal woman. 

It 1s curious to observe that both Goethe and Madach 
deny the family to which their works belong. Madach 
announces his poem as The Tragedy of Man. Goethe called 
Faust a tragedy. But it must be remarked at the out- 
set that neither of them is a tragedy. Both works are 
mystery-plays. 

It is undeniable that, hke Hamlet and King Lear, 
Faust and Adam both undergo very tragical experiences. 
But the difference between tragedy and mystery does not 
lie in the tragical character of the happenings ; it depends 
entirely on the point of view from which the poet regards 
his subject, namely, whether he looks at it with the eyes 
of Heaven or Earth ; or, to be more precise, whether the 
tragical struggle of Man begins and ends on Earth or 
begins and ends in Heaven. 

The tragedy of Shakespeare’s heroes has its origin 
and end on Earth, their fate is not to be faced, it is woven 
into their stories and characters. But neither Faust nor 
Adam surrenders his fate or character. What happens 
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with them is wholly bound up with the struggle of God 
and Satan. The human struggle developes according 
to the plan of God, as in the mysteries of the Middle Ages. 
The culminating moment of all tragedies is death or an- 
nihilation, the culminating point of all mystery-plays is 
always redemption. 

Thus the mystery-play of Madach begins in Heaven. 
The work of Creation having been completed, the Arch- 
angels praise the Almighty as Mind, Force, and Love. 
Lucifer alone remains silent, and, uttering his first word 
only at God’s invitation, censures the Lord’s Work and 
claims his own share in the Creation, because he, as the 
Spirit of Negation, is of all eternity himself, and had also 
co-operated in the great task. God assigns to him two of 
the trees of Eden, after smiting them with His curse. 
Lucifer, expelled from Heaven, declares his profound con- 
viction that : ‘‘a corner’s all he needs, enough to afford a 
foothold for Negation, whereon to raise what will destroy 
(sod’s world.” 

Lucifer next appears in Paradise. He tempts Eve 
by playing on her vanity, and Adam through his pride. 
He promises them Knowledge and Immortality if they 
will taste the forbidden fruit of the two trees. They eat 
of the fruit of the Tree of Knowledge, but their approach 
to the Tree of Life is barred by the Archangel Gabriel with 
a flaming sword. After the Fall, Man and Woman are 
compelled to make their home outside of Paradise. Adam 
is, however, dissatisfied. Forsaken by God, left to him- 
self, he claims full knowledge from Lucifer as was promised. 
He would know his future, and Lucifer is only too ready 
to fulfil this desire, because he sees in it his great opport- 
unity to destroy Man (made by God of mud and sunshine) 
by a series of dreams or visions wherein the future, the 
destiny of Mankind, shall be shown from the Devil’s point 
of view, or, in other words, from that of complete Negation. 

The visions, or the dreams, of Adam and Eve, reveal- 
ing, as Lucifer unfolds them, the future of Humanity, 
are selected with a true poetical insight from the universal 
history of Mankind. Moreover, they all conform with 
Adam’s individual life. For, as Adam ages, so too does 
humanity down to the moment when all life must perish 
and the Earth itself must freeze. 

In his first vision Adam appears as a young Pharaoh 
in Egypt, and its absolute ruler. He is dissatisfied with 
his possessing everything, feeling that nothing is really 
his own, as he has never had to strive for anything. And 
when, from a slave dying before him, he finds out that 
the fundamental conception of the Egyptian State, ‘‘Mil- 
lions for One’, is an entire failure, he gives his people 
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freedom and foreshadows a Commonwealth wherein mil- 
lions will not work for one man, but all men for one an- 
other. 

Then, in his next vision, of which Athens 1s the scene, 
that Athens where democracy is already established, and 
Adam re-appears as Miltiades, the Conqueror of Marathon, 
we see the failure of his Commonwealth. The People, 
freed by their ruler, are led and misled by vile, venal de- 
magogues who stir up the Mob against all that is great. 
Adam, who as Pharaoh had conceived the future as man- 
kind set free, now, as Miltiades, confesses the impos- 
sibility of liberating Man, and, mocking at his own as- 
pirations, bends his neck upon the block, derided by the 
Mob that hails the Fatherland. 

In these two scenes Adam meets Eve, the eternal 
woman, first as a slave in Egypt, then as his noble consort 
and helpmate in Athens. Now he bids Lucifer, his counsel- 
lor, to lead him to new paths; he will no longer pursue 
lofty and noble aims but will give himself over to a life 
of profligacy and pleasure. 

So the next vision shows us Rome at the period of 
her decay. Adam, re-incarnate as Sergiolus, a noble Ro- 
man, is a voluptuary, surrounded by gladiators, singers, 
and loose women. But his self-indulgence does not bring 
him happiness. The heart-breaking cries of crucified 
martyrs, dreamers who long for justice and fraternity, 
are continually heard. Plague is ravaging the city. And, 
though with his guests he would laugh at power and 
pestilence, mirth shuns them all, and wit and wisdom are 
dead. This sensual, dissolute world has grown ripe for 
destruction, which is to be brought about by Peter, the 
Apostle, who proclaims the Gospel of Christianity to the 
terrified Romans. Pleasure, as an ideal, has proved vain 
and fruitless. 

But, in the last moments of this scene, Lucifer foretells 
the next experience of Mankind and the next failure. The 
halo fades away and the blood-stained cross remains. The 
ideal for which martyrs died in the arena degenerates into 
hair-splitting. The world-redeeming love has vanished. 
The spirit of true Christianity is lost and replaced by the 
mean worship of the letter that, of itself, kills. Adam, as 
Tancred, the noble leader of the Crusaders, sees in Constan- 
tinople Christians wrangling fiercely about theological 
definitions, and the inheritors of orthodoxy burning 
heretics at the stake. Eve, the eternal woman, who was 
degraded in Rome into an instrument of pleasure, is now 
sacrificed to the Virgin Mary to fulfil her father’s vow. 
As Lucifer remarks, men one day regard women as mere 
tools wherewith to gratify their lust, and on the morrow 
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place her on an altar, like a divinity. Why not recognize 
and honour her in her own sphere, as Woman? 

Adam is exhausted. His youth is over. His ambition, 
with his political and religious ideals, has gone for ever. 
He longs but for rest. But Lucifer knows better. The 
Spirit in Man 1s a restless power not to be subdued. Re- 
tiring into himself, turning to meditation, he will create 
Science. And thus we see him in the next scene as Kepler, 
the famous astronomer, living in Prague at the Court of 
the Emperor Rudolf. He is obliged to practise astrology, 
and his wife (Eve, again re-incarnate) does not understand 
him. She is a woman of high birth and constantly eager 
for money. Kepler is aware that the quiet laboratory of 
Science will pave the way for the new age which is to 
flourish on the ruins of the old world. This new age is 
reflected in the Paris of the Great Revolution and in de- 
mocratic London, founded along the lines of liberty and 
order. In spite of all its greatness, the French Revolution, 
raging against its own ideals, destroys itself. Adam, as 
Danton, dies on the scaffold, foretelling that Robespierre, 
who has him slaughtered by the Mob, will follow him 
within three months. In this vision Adam sees Eve in two 
different forms ; first as an aristocrat with whom he falls 
in love and who repels him, then as a woman of the people 
athirst for blood, who offers herself to him, and whom 
he abhors. 

In the London scene the action is laid in a market- 
place between the Tower and the Thames. The whole 
world appears as an immense mart. Everything has be- 
come venal, everything has its fixed price, even Science, 
Art and Love. Eve, now a simple girl, is sold for money 
by her mother ; and in the desperate struggle for existence 
which is shown as an inevitable consequence of Capitalism, 
everything is corrupted and debased. Even the Capitalist 
is but a failure in this society which, having no idea of a 
greater order, is condemned to dig its own grave. In a 
dance of death, while all are descending into the tomb, 
there is salvation only for Eve, the eternal woman. Freed 
from all that is base, regaining her ancient purity, she 
proves to be the only hope for Man, as an angel of Love, 
Youth, and Poetry. 

The ripe manhood of Adam and Mankind is ended. 
We enter the future and come face to face with Com- 
munism, in a vast Phalanstery. 

Instead of a Commonwealth we find the Common 
Will, enthroned as the sole, absolute and tyrannical power. 
The idea of the Fatherland has perished. Man’s initiative 
and individuality find no response. No one has a name and 
all are merely numbers. All wear a uniform. It is a world 
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in which machinery has made Man himself a machine 
and where Science is experimenting to create life mecha- 
nically. The ancient world, the world in which we are still 
living, is now a museum in which the last roses, swords 
and cannons of our Earth are exhibited as curiosities. 
The Scientist in charge speaks with amazement as he re- 
calls the bygone ages, when men who killed one another 
were not branded as murderers. The daily work is shown 
us in the Phalanstery, men and women return from field 
and factory in long files, among them Eve, bearing a child 
in her arms. Several numbers are punished for having 
violated the established system. Number This is charged 
with having, in his day-dreams, allowed oxen entrusted 
to his care to go astray. His punishment is to kneel on 
dred peas. Adam looks at him, realizes that he is Plato, 
the great philosopher, and pities him. Yet, even the Pha- 
lanstery cannot destroy Man’s vital essence. The force 
of individuality revolts against the mechanical system. 
Eve, when according to the laws of the Phalanstery her 
child is to be taken away from her, also revolts and claims 
the unwritten nghts of Motherhood. 

So Revolution, Capitalism, and Communism are re- 
presented as the great failures of Science. There is no hope, 
no help. Adam will leave the Earth, break out from the 
finite. He flies aloft with Lucifer, but is soon recalled by 
the Spirit of Earth. Man cannot live in the sphere where 
spirits dwell. But, in what seems the last stage of his exis- 
tence, he suddenly grasps the great secret of humanity. 
Now he knows that he must not surrender even though he 
may be baffled and defeated a hundred times. The aim of 
life is struggle, nothing else. He will return to Earth, in 
search of new ideals. 

But on Earth he finds the inglorious End of Mankind. 
He sees a frozen world illuminated by the blood-red disc 
of the Sun growing cold, with only a few wretched and 
degenerate Eskimos dragging out their weary existence. 
One of them takes Adam for a god, and, falling upon his 
knees, implores him to send more seals and fewer men into 
the world. Seeing humanity become hardly more than 
bestial, Adam is horrified. According to the custom of the 
land, the Eskimo offers his wife's love to the stranger. 
The wife is again Eve. 

‘‘Am I to embrace this woman?”’ cries Adam, ‘‘I, who 
once held Aspasia in my arms?” 

He implores Lucifer to wake him from his dreams 
and his request is granted. 

Lucifer’s great plan, however, fails. He had hoped 
to destroy Mankind through the pessimism which is the 
negation of Life. But Adam is redeemed by the grace of 
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God and his own insight when he discovers that suicide 
is not a solution of his problem, because — as he learns 
from Eve — his life will be continued in his offspring. 
Though in the course of time ideals have necessarily be- 
come obsolete (as Madach expressed it in one scene, every 
new and revolutionary truth must become commonplace 
and perish), though principles become worthless, and 
though progress itself never creates happiness, neverthe- 
less, Life is worth living and struggling for. No shallow 
optimism, no despairing pessimism, but a right equilib- 
rium of both is what Man needs. Disenchantment shall 
not mean despair, if Man resolves to create new ways and 
means. Man must accept Life as it is, he must ‘‘strive and 
trust’, for in this strife and trust are the great needs of 
Life. 


III. ‘Faust’? and “The Tragedy of Man”. 


When the first German edition of The Tragedy of Man 
was published (since then there have been nine or ten 
different translations), some German critics spoke of it 
as an imitation of Goethe’s Faust, and they did not take 
the trouble to study the work seriously enough to see how 
far it was second-hand or second-rate. The same thing 
happened long before with Byron's Manfred, which was 
also considered as modelled upon Faust. As to The Tragedy 
of Man this attitude was by no means surprising because, 
immediately after the publication of the first Hungarian 
edition, critics were to be found who compared the two 
works, and discovered easily enough some details which 
Madach seemed to have borrowed from the poem of Goethe. 
However, I think, criticism should beware, not boast, of 
pointing out such resemblances, because, in all cases where 
a genius is at work, resemblances almost always prove 
deceptive. The task of criticism is to probe into the real 
character of works of art, and show how, through the 
medium of a genuine experience on the part of the poet, 
outward appearances turn to fundamental differences 
and contrasts. 

Of course, the resemblances are obvious, for they all 
lie on the surface. In The Tragedy of Man, instead of 
Faust and Mephistopheles, we meet Adam and Lucifer. 
The disciple to whom Mephistopheles gives a diabolic 
lesson reappears in Prague as Kepler’s pupil. The typical 
love-scene in the Garden, with the two loving couples, in 
the style of the Spanish classical comedies, is repeated in 
his Constantinople scene by Madach. At the first meeting 
of Gretchen and Faust, Gretchen is coming from church. 
So is Eve as the lighthearted girl in the London episode 
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of the Hungarian poem. Moreover, there are some sayings 
to be found in the work of Madach which, at a glance, 
show how profoundly he had studied the German master. 
But, on the other hand, Madach’s most carping critic could 
not deny that, behind the transparent veil of all these 
analogies between the two works, yawns a gap of half 
a century, and thus the very centre, the problem, the 
life-elements, the system, the plan, and the technic 
of The Tragedy of Man differ entirely from those of Faust. 
The German masterwork is the most successful revival 
in the second half of the 18th Century of a great theme 
of the Middle Ages, perhaps the only one which Shakes- 
peare left for posterity. To this Goethe added his intense 
inner life and experience, during the first three decades 
of the rgth Century. The dramatic poem of Madach could 
not have been written before the second half of the 19th 
Gentury. Nor, as I shall point out, could it have been 1n- 
vented outside the Hungary of that period. Madach did, 
indeed, learn much from Goethe, but he is not his spiritual 
brother or even nephew. Faust is the key-stone at the 
acme of an epoch. The Tragedy of Man is a fresh start, 
the beginning of a quite different development. It is a 
suggestion of the future, lighting up new paths. Between 
the two works a whole world extends. 

What is the very core of Faust? Man, standing be- 
tween the Real and the Ideal, between moral Good and 
Evil, or, according to mediaeval notions, between God 
and Satan. On the contrary, in the centre of Madach’s 
work (despite its title, which was chosen at haphazard) it 
is not Man alone we find, but somethig more of which 
(soethe did not even think, something which could never 
have entered his mind, but which is also to be found as 
one of the fundamental ideas of two great modern dra- 
matists, the German Hebbel, and the Norwegian Ibsen 
(both of them were unknown to Madach). This new ele- 
ment is simply the two beings, Man and Wife, as one. Man 
and Wife, intended and determined, conceived and created 
one for the other, are the tragic central figures in the great 
dramas of Hebbel and Ibsen. And they form the essential 
of Madach’s epic, which is closely linked up with his pri- 
vate life. 

I venture to say that, just by taking this couple from 
the Bible as the symbolic Man and Wife of all times and 
all ages, Madach succeeded far better than any other 
dramatist in stating and solving their problem. Adam and 
Eve do not stand for one couple, they stand for all men 
and all women. This is the first essential difference we 
discover when comparing the compositions of Goethe and 
Madach. In Goethe’s poem, the woman is but an episode, 
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as Gretchen in the first, and Helena in the second part 
of Faust. Gretchen represents the love passion of Man, 
his ideal of charm and beauty. Yet the couple, as Man 
and Wife, bound up for ever, is not to be found in Goethe. 
The problem of woman is conceived out of the poet’s per- 
sonal experience. Faust is Goethe, the Man standing by 
and for himself. The woman is never on his own level. 
Whether she is beneath him as a narrow reality, or above 
him as a heavenly ideal, he and she are never really quite 
together. How far from that is the modern position of the 
woman defined in The Tragedy of Man. Eve always falls 
or rises with Adam, whether beneath him or above him, 
she is bound up with him for ever. 

The dissimilarity between the two works grows still 
deeper if we consider the role of Satan. Appearances have 
never been more misleading than in the cases of Mephis- 
topheles and Lucifer. Mephistopheles is merely one side 
of Faust’s soul, his earthly part, his opposite, in whom 
vulgar reality, lust, negation are incarnate. When facing 
God, Mephistopheles is but a poor devil of the Middle 
Ages, who feels quite flattered when the Almighty con- 
verses with him. 

Madach’s Lucifer is entirely the reverse. Against God 
he is strong and resolute. The Spirit of Negation of all 
times, living from all eternity. In Paradise he is the ser- 
pent of the Bible. But on Earth, through the scenes of 
Adam's dreams, he lacks activity. Very often he is lost 
in long criticisms. This had always been observed and 
censured as a failure of Lucifer’s character, and indeed it 
cannot be denied. But, on the one hand, it was as a con- 
sequence of Goethe’s authority, and, of his own quite 
genuine imagination, that Madach conceived Lucifer. The 
inactivity of Lucifer throughout his historical dream- 
scenes had for its cause the fact that, to be true to his own 
conception, Madach had to replace the Devil by an earthly, 
dramatic factor which was wholly unknown at the time 
when Goethe wrote the second part of Faust, and that is 
the environment, the milieu, the antipodes, of all great 
men. The opposing force, this counterpart, is represented 
in an exceedingly dramatic and effective way by Madach 
in the Masses, the multitude, the mob. 

So we have the Man, the Woman, and the Masses as 
three earthly factors. Negation, embodied in the person 
of Lucifer when he faces God, is sometimes symbolized 
in the Masses who oppose Adam, the great representative 
of humanity. Adam, the great Man, the exceptional per- 
sonality, is found in a continual struggle with the Masses, 
with the common run of Humanity which denounces him 
and degrades all noble ideas, turning freedom into dema- 
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gogy, living Christianity into barren theology, science 
into quackery. 

The scene in space, one of the grandest episodes in 
the play, is only to be regarded from this point of view. 
Man, with the utmost effort of his higher mind, wants to 
break away from his environment, but in vain. The Spirit 
of Earth recalls him to his own sphere. Beyond that sphere 
Man cannot live. He must struggle with these forces of 
the Masses which always tend to drag him down and 
overwhelm him. 

Woman, — and this is an entirely genuine and on- 
ginal idea of the Hungarian poet — stands between Man 
and the Masses. She is elastic and may always be formed 
and fashioned. The Evil emanating from the Masses af- 
fects her more deeply than it does the Man. Therefore, 
Adam, as Kepler, says of the eternal Woman, when de- 
fending and excusing her frailty : 


‘‘How wondrously in woman do we find 

The base and noble — mingled — gall and honey. 
Yet, why does she still charm us? It may be 
Because we know what’s good in her’s her own, 
The evil’s of the age that gave her birth."’ 


As a matter of fact he was also consciously, or sub- 
consciously, defending his own wife. Woman may be 
turned into a nunor bawd, asaint or sinner, as the times 
may will. 

This is in full conformity with the starting point of 
the poem where, in the Eden scene, Eve, the Woman, is 
first persuaded to taste the forbidden fruit. 

But there is a turning point which shows even more 
clearly the difference between The Tragedy of Man and 
Faust. It comes at the moment when Woman outdoes 
Man and proves to be stronger than all else on Earth. In 
Goethe's poem, Woman is but Man’s love and dream, his 
sexual or aesthetical ideal. Gretchen, after becoming a 
mother, strangles her baby. There are few things in the 
whole literature of the world more poetical than the story 
of that girl-mother ; but, if we go to the root of things, 
the tragedy of Goethe at that point is still dramatic in a 
bourgeois way. To Madach, on the other hand, Mother- 
hood appears to be the great driving power of Mankind. 
It saves human society in the Phalanstery when all mas- 
culine wisdom fails ; and, towards the end of the Hunga- 
rian drama, it prevents Adam from committing suicide 
and so saves Mankind. Here Madach is at his highest and 
his best, excelling Goethe. 

Faust is not essentially a dramatic composition. In 
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sixty years you may build up a great cathedral, but never 
a great drama. Faust, however, grew into a mighty epic 
masterwork, in theatrical form, into which its author 
wove his own experiences. The Tragedy of Man, poetically 
at times inferior to Faust, is one of the greatest dramatic, 
and most effective works as yet conceived. 

The Tragedy of Man is a peculiarly Hungarian piece 
of literature. Yet, as the historical dream scenes refer only 
once to Hungary, it may be asked wherein the Hungarian 
origin of the poem is evident? The answer is simple. The 
political problem, the kernel of the work, is that same 
national anguish which one finds at the bottom of so 
many Magyar poetic works. Madach’s early inspiration 
had been the national struggle and agony of the 50’s. As 
a young man he wrote two tragedies dealing with the way 
in which the harmony of the People and its Leader could 
be attained, in which way a People may become a nation 
and how a nation can exist. And there is one scene in 
The Tragedy of Man where this Hungarian undercurrent 
becomes very obvious. It comes when Miltiades, the hero, 
kneels at the block and hears the shouts of the mock pat- 
riots. The Tragedy of Man, the most universal drama of 
Hungarian Literature, was largely fashioned out of poli- 
tical Hungarian problems. 


IV. The posthumous success of Madach. 


The Tragedy of Man was long regarded as unfit for 
staging. Madach himself, had never meant it for the stage, 
because originally he did not intend to write a poetical 
play, but to express his own life-problems in the form of 
a dramatic conception. Nor had Goethe conceived Faust 
as a stage play. But in 1883 Edward Paulay, formerly 
director of the National Theatre in Budapest, despite 
scruples, doubts, moral and material hindrances, produced 
his own (much shortened) version of the Tvagedy ; with 
which he scored a triumph not even dreamt of by the 
public or the critics till the first performance. 

During the ninety-five years of the Hungarian Nati- 
onal Theatre’s existence, no other “‘play’’ has met with 
such tremendous and lasting success as The Tragedy of 
Man. Between 1883 and 1923, Paulay’s version was played 
371 times. Since January, 1923, the Centenary of Madach’s 
birth, my own acting-version of the drama has been per- 
formed over 120 times. 

The Tragedy of Man has also been performed with 
great effect in Vienna, Berlin, Hamburg, and Prague. It 
has been translated into German, French, Dutch, Russian, 
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Czech, Roumanian, Croatian, and Hebrew. The first En- 
glish version, published in 1909, in New York, was the 
effort of the late Mr. William N. Loew, a Hungarian 
emigrant, who had translated a number of Hungarian 
poems into English with worthy enthusiasm and self- 
sacrifice. He was, however, unable to overcome the 
uncommon difficulties of Madach’s work and his version 
did not attract wide attention. Now it is out of print. 

Of course there has come to be a very extensive cri- 
tical literature concerning Madach. The most comprehen- 
sive and best example, from the admirable pen of Géza 
Vojnovich, was published in 1914 by the Kisfaludy So- 
ciety (594 pp.). In Hungary, Madach’s Tragedy of Man 


iS now a Classic. 


SANDOR HEVESI 


DIRECTOR OF THE 
] UNGARIAN NATIONAL THEATRE, BUDAPEST 


THE TRAGEDY OF MAN 


SCENE ONE 


(The Lord, arrayed in glory, on Hts Throne. Angeltc 
Hosts, on thetr knees. Bestde the Throne stand the Four 
Archangels. Radtant light.) 


THE ANGELIC CHOIR 
Glory to God on high! O, praise the Lord, 
Ye who abide on Earth and in the Skies ! 
He who created all things with one Word 
Hath but to glance and all in ruin hes! 
He is All-Might, All-Wisdom, All-Delight — 
We are but shadows of His radiant Grace. 
Let us adore Him, we who in His sight, 
Thanks to His wondrous favour, have our place ! 
The immemorial Thought hath been express’d, 
The labour of Creation is complete. 
And God, whose creatures breathe at His behest, 
Awaits our homage at His holy feet! 


THE LorpD 


The mighty structure is completed. True. 

The wheels go round, and the Creator rests. 

Ages may pass before I shall renew 

One spoke that Time may weaken with its tests. 

Rise then, ye guardian Angels of My world — 

Bestir yourselves, begin your endless flight ! 

Yet, ere athwart the empyraean ye are hurl’d, 

Disport yourselves once more for My delight ! 

(The Guardian Spirits of the Stars rush past the Throne, 

pushing before them simple and double globes (stars), comets 

and nebulous constellations of vartous colours and sizes. 
The soft music of the spheres 1s heard.) 


THE ANGELIC CHOIR 


See how yonder ball of fire 
Glows with vain self-admiration, 
Though to naught it can aspire 
But to serve a constellation ! 
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Like a feeble lantern gleaming, 
There a tiny star behold. 
And that little globe is teeming 
With a multitude untold. 
Yonder two great globes endeavour, 
Now to part and now to meet ; 
And their fight restrains them ever 
To their bidden courses fleet. 
Downward now another crashes 
With a grim and thund’rous sound. 
Yet, where on its way it flashes, 
Mi'lions joy and peace have found. 
Tenderly in future ages 
There the Star of Love will glow, 
Nursed and shaped by gentle stages 
Human hearts to heal of woe. 
Yonder, worlds as yet unborn — 
Here, the shells of planets dead. 
Vain and daring souls they warn — 
Hope they give to those who dread. 
Scorning order, as it nears, 
Comes a comet full of terror. 
When the voice of God it hears, 
Meekly it abjures its error. 
Closer, radiant spirit, bring 
Now the young and changing Earth ; 
Turning night and gloom to spring, 
Warming all with light and mirth. 
With the breath of Heav'n to bless thee, 
Onward bravely wing thy flight ! 
Mighty thoughts will soon possess thee, 
Fill thy little world with fight ! 
Spring and winter, joy and sorrow, 
Fair and ugly, come and go; 
Light grows dark upon the morrow, 
As God’s grace and wrath may blow! 
(The Guardian Spirits vanish.) 


THE ARCHANGEL GABRIEL 
Thou who boundless Space didst measure, 
Crowding ev'ry mile with matter, 
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And with but one quick’ning word 
Could’st imagine Size and Distance, 
Glory be to Thee, Idea ! 

(He prostrates himself.) 


THE ARCHANGEL MICHAEL 


Thou who what for ever changes 
With the Unchanging dost unite, 
Thou who mad’st the Years and Ages, 
Single beings and the Races, 
Glory be to Thee, All-Might ! 

(He prostrates luimself.) 


THE ARCHANGEL RAPHAEL 


Thou who bringest bliss and blessing 
Lifeless bodies to awake, 
Spreading far and wide Thy wisdom, 
To enlighten all the world, 
Glory be to Thee, All-Goodness ! 
(He prostrates himself.) 
(Pause.) 


THE Lorp 


And thou, 0, Lucifer? So dumb, so proud? 
Canst thou not find a word to sing My praise ? 
Doth aught that I created, then, displease thee ? 


LUCIFER 


Why should it please me? Is't because dead matter 
Hath been by Thee informed with attributes 
Whereof, unless they had themselves revealed, 

Thou never, maybe, would’st have dreamt, or known, 
Nor, hadst Thou dreamt of them, could’st have compell’d 
To change, obedient to Thy purposes? 

Fashion’d, hap-hazard, a few globes I see, 

Attracting or repelling one another. 

In a few worms, the stuff hath grown self-conscious 
Till, at the appointed time, all is burnt out, 

And leaves behind it naught but frozen ashes. 

Soon, too, if Man should e’er divine Thy methods, 

He will attempt to do what Thou hast done. 

Thou hast let Man into Thy mighty kitchen, 

And viewest him indulgently the while 


He bungles and imagines he is God. 

But some day, when he has spoilt what Thou hast brew'd, 
Thy wrath will waken — though, alas, too late. 
What else could one expect of a mere tyro? 

And what is there to boast of in Creation ? 

‘Tis but a poem, writ in Thine own honour, 
Which Thou hast fitted to a faulty setting. 

Yet never dost Thou weary of the song 

With its eternal, dull monotony ! 

Can it be worthy of one old as Thou art, 

To indulge in games which might delight a child ; 
To watch a little spark, wrapp’d round with mud, 
That apes its Maker, and would be His image ? 

In turn ’tis Fate, or Freedom, that commands. 
But Harmony or Sense is never seen. 


THE Lorp 
To thee I look for homage, not for gibes. 


LUCIFER 

I cannot give Thee more than is mine own. 

(pointing to the Angelic Chotr) 
That wretched legion gives Thee praise enough. 
And rightly, too — to praise Thee is its duty ! 
Thy Light conceived those Shadows there. But I 
Have been since the beginning here on high! 

THE Lorp 


O, arrogant ! Had’st thou not sprung from matter, 
Where would thy Kingdom be, and where thy power ? 


LUCIFER 
And I could answer with that very question. 


THE Lorp 
From the beginning I had planned what is, 
And in Me lived, and now hath been fulfill’d ! 
LUCIFER 


Yet did’st Thou see no gap in that fulfilment, 
That barred the way against what was to be, 
And, ne’ertheless, Thou could’st not but create? 
The name that barrier bore was Lucifer, 
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The Spirit that eternally denies. 

I must forever by Thy might be vanquished, 
Forever I am doom’d to lose my battles — 

But alway to renew the fight, refreshed. 

Thou hast made Matter — I have time to breathe. 
So, close to Life, Thou wilt find alway Death, 
Beside all Happiness is lurking Sorrow, 

Light casts its Shadow, and Doubt clings to Hope. 
Wherever Thou art, there, behold, am I. 

And, knowing Thee so well, am I to kneel? 


THE Lorp 
Rebellious Spirit! Hence! I banish thee ! 
I could destroy thee utterly! But, no. 
Cast out for ever from the heavenly spheres, 
Thou'lt grovel in the dust, a hated stranger ; 
And, groaning in thy barren loneliness, 
Be tortured ever by the haunting thought 
That vainly thou wilt shake thy dusty chains. 
Against thy Lord, thou wilt be impotent ! 


LUCIFER 
Nay, nay. Thou can’st not deal with me so lightly, 
Spurn me as if I were a worthless tool. 
Together we have laboured and created. 
Now I will have my share. 


THE LORD (with scorn) 
So be it then! 
Look down on Earth. There, in the heart of Eden, 
Behold two trees, more thriving than their fellows. 
Both will I doom — they shall belong to thee. 
LUCIFER 
Thy dole is grudging, in the Lordly way. 
But it will serve — a corner’s all I need, 
Enough to afford a foothold for Negation, 
Whereon to raise what will destroy Thy world! 
(He departs.) 


THE ANGELIC CHOIR 


Accurs:d Spirit, get thee gone tor aye! 
Hosannah ! What the Lord hath will’d, obey ! 


SCENE TWO. 


(Paradise. In the centre are the Trees of Knowledge and of 

Life. Adam and Eve enter, accompanicd by vartous tame 

and trustful animals. Through the open gates of Heaven 

streams a radiant light. The soft sound of angelic chotrs 
1s heard. Sunshine.) 


EVE 
To live! To breathe ! How sweet — how beautiful ! 


ADAM 
And to be masters over everything ! 
EVE 
To feel that someone finds us all we need ! 
And in return we murmur feeble thanks 
To Him who hath provided our delights ! 
ADAM 
Dependency, | see, inspires thy being. 
But, Eve, I thirst. 
(looking at one of the trees) 
Behold how temptingly 
That fruit looks down on us. 
EVE 
I'll pluck thee some. 
THE VOICE OF THE LoRD (addressing Adam) 


Refrain! Refrain! Adam, the Earth is thine, 

All but those two trees. They are both forbidden ! 
An alien Spirit guards their witching fruit, 

And he who eats of it will surely die! 

There grapes are ripening on a neighbouring vine ; 
While yonder the cool shade woos thee to rest 
And seek a shelter from the glaring noon. 


AvaM (to Eve) 
A strange decree. Yet spoken solemnly. 
EVE 


But why are those two trees there lovelier 
Than all around? And why are just those two 
Alone forbidden? 


24 


ADAM 
Why are the heavens blue? 
Why are woods green? They are so. That suffices. 
Let us obey, then, Eve. And follow me. 
(They seat themselves tn a bower.) 
EVE 


Lay thou thy head upon my breast. I'll fan thee. 


(.4 violent gust of wind ts heard, as LUCIFER appears in the 
foliage.) 
ADAM 

Ah, woman! What was that unwonted sound? 


It seem’d as though some strange and hostile pow’r 
Had broken in upon our peace. 


EVE 
I tremble ! 
And now the heav’nly choirs have ceas’d their song! 
ADAM 
Here, on thy breast, methinks I hear them still. 
EVE 


And though the glory fades in yonder skies, 

I still can find it, Adam, in thine eyes! 

Where else could it be found except in thee 
By her whose life was born of thy desire — 
Ev'n as the image of the radiant sun 

That, dreading to be orphan’d in the heavens, 
Hath painted it upon the placid waters 

And plays with its new partner happily, 

Too generous to remember that, at best, 

’Tis but the pale reflection of its fire, 

And, should that light but vanish, would expire ! 


ADAM 


Ah, say no more, Eve, or thy words will shame me. 
What were a voice, if no one knew its meaning? 
What were a ray, if colour did not warm it? 

And what were I, if thy responsive bloom 

Had not revealed in thee a lovelier being, 

Enabling me in thee to love myself? 
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LUCIFER (assde) 
Why do I listen to their tender wooing? 
I'll turn away, lest I should have to blush 
As cold and calculating intellect 
Grew envious of their weak and childish minds? 
(A bird on a netghbouring bough breaks into song.) 


EVE (listening) 


Hark, Adam, hark! Ah, dost thou understand 
The lovely lay that little rogue is singing ° 


ADAM 
I have listen’d to the murmur of the brook, 
Which sang, meseems, the very song we hear. 
EvE 

What wondrous harmony, beloviéd one! 
So many different sounds, with the same sense ! 

LUCIFER (aside) 
Why do I linger still? I must to work, 
For I have sworn tu undo them. They must fall. 
And yet again I hesitate and halt. 
Perchance I fight in vain, despite the magic 
Of Knowledge and the lure of high Ambition, 
Against them, between whom and me there stands 
A shield that keeps all hearts from losing strength, 
And cheers the hopeless : Love's divine emotion ! 
But why despair? To conquer, one must dare ! 
(The wind ts heard again. LUCIFER appears to the two 
terrified human beings. The glory of the skies grows dim. 

LUCIFER laughs.) 
Why so dismay’d ? 

(to EVE, as she ts about to flee) 
Wait, wait, oh, wondrous woman ! 
Let me admire thee for a little while. 
(EVE stops and gradually plucks up courage.) 
(assde.) 
A million times this scene shall be repeated ! 
(¢o ADAM.) 

Adam, art thou afraid ? 
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ADAM 
Of thee, poor wretch ? 
LUCIFER (astde) 
A goodly ancestor for proud mankind ! 
(¢o ADAM.) 
I greet thee, brother-being ! 


ADAM 


Speak ! Who art thou ? 
Dost thou come irom below, or from on high ? 


LUCIFER 
As it may please thee. It’s all one to us. 


ADAM 
1 did not know that there were other men here! 


LUCIFER 
Oh, there are many things thou dost not know, 
Nor ever shalt. Dost thou imagine, then, 
That the good Agéd One created thee 
Out of the dust, to share the world with Him? 
Thou sing’st His praise, and in return He keeps thee, 
Bids thee partake of this, abstain from that ; 
Guards thee and guides thee, like a woolly lamb, 
Who has no need to think of aught itself. 


ADAM 


To think? Dost thou suppose I do not think ? 
Do I not feel the blessing of the sunshine, 
The joy of living, and the infinite grace 

Of God above, who hath ennobled me 

By making me the lord of all on Earth? 


LUCIFER 


That may be what the tiny maggot fancies 
Who eats away that fruit before thy lips — 
The eagle, too, when pouncing on a dove. 
What is there nobler in thee than in them? 
The same faint spark is glowing in you all, 
The same weak stirring of tremendous forces ; 
Ev’n as the separate wavelets of a brook 
Gleam for a fleeting moment and are merged 
In the grey waters of their common bed. 
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Yet one thing there may be, the unconscious Thought 
Dawning already in thy human soul, 

That might prepare thee for maturity 

And make thee free to choose ‘twixt Good and Evil! 
Then thou would’st have thy fatein thine own hands — 
Be rid of Providential tutorage! 

But, plainly, it were better to live on, 

Just like a maggot on its little dunghill, 

In ease and comfort, and at last to die 

Untroubled by the wish to master Knowledge. 

It calms one to cling closely to one’s faith, 

‘Tis hard, though great, to stand on one’s own feet ! 


ADAM 
Thou speakest of deep things. My brain is whirling. 
EVE 
I find them new and lovely... They enchant me! 
LUCIFER 
But, Knowledge, of itself, were not enough. 
If with it mighty deeds thou would’st achieve, 
Thou'lt have to conquer Immortality. 
What could’st thou do in one brief span of life? 
These two trees here contain all thou dost need ; 
Yet thy Creator bids thee not to touch them ! 
Taste this, and thou wilt vie with God in Knowledge. 
Taste that, thou wilt be fair and young forever ! 
EvE 
Ah, surely our Creator must be cruel ! 
ADAM 
But... if thou should’st deceive me ? 
(The heavens grow rather brighter.) 


THE ANGELIC CHOIR (unscen) 
Woe to thee, World ! 
The ancient Spirit of Denial tempts thee ! 


THE VOICE OF THE LORD 


©, Man! Beware ! 
ADAM 
What voice is that I hear? 


LUCIFER 
Only the wind that’s stirring in the trees. 
(1nvoking.) 
Come, 0, ye elements ! 
Come when I call! 
Help me to hasten 
Man to his Fall! 
(A gust of wind. The heavens grow dark agatn.) 
(to ADAM, pointing to the two trees.) 
Both of these trees are mine. 


ADAM 


But who art thou, 
Who seem’st the very image of ourselves ? 


LUCIFER 


Look at that eagle, circling in the clouds, 

Look at that mole, who burrows there below. 
Each gazes on a different horizon. 

The Spirit-World from such as thou is barr’d; 
To thee the highest ideal is Mankind. 

So, te a dog, the dog o’ertops all else — 

He honours thee when He becomes thy comrade. 
Yet, evn as thou dost look down on the dog, 
Tow’ring above him like his destiny, 

To bless or damn him, as a god might do, 

So, from our heights, do we look down on ye, 
We, the proud rulers of the realm of Spirit ! 


ADAM 


And thou would’st have us think thee one of them ? 


LUCIFER 
Ay, and the very mightiest of the mightiest ! 
I have stood beside the Throne of God above, 
And shared with Him the glory that surrounds Him ! 
ADAM 
Then why hast thou forsaken that high Heaven ° 
Why hast thou sought us in this world of dust ° 
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LUCIFER 


It wearied me a _ second part to play, 

To obey a dull routine, day after day, 

To hear the weak and childish heav’nly Choir, 
That alway praises, knows nor blame, nor ire! 
I long for a new world of Storm and Strife, 
A-thrill with a new Strength, and a new Life, 
Where, trusting to itself, the Soul would dare 
To follow me wherever I should fare! 


ADAM 


But God hath said that He would punish us 
If His appointed way we should forsake ? 


EvE 


Why should He punish us ? If God hath traced 
The road that we should follow, surely He 
Should have created us in such a way 

That we should have no wish to go a-stray ! 
Why hath He set us near a precipice 

To hurl us down, if we but lose our heads ? 

If sin is also part of His great plan, 

Set, like a storm, between calm, sunny days, 
Is it more wrong, because it rages more, 

Than sunshine, with its warm, reviving glow ? 


LUCIFER 


Behold, behold, our first philosopher ! 

A-many will come after thee, my beauty, 

Who will discuss that theme with variations ! 
some will be shut up in a home for madmen — 
Some will recoil. None will attain the goal. 

But cease to argue ; that wil] take one nowhere. 
For all things we may view have many hues ; 
And those who look at them in ev'ry light 
Will know them less than when they first beheld them, 
And never, never reach a sure conclusion. 
This reasoning is the very death of action. 


EVE (¢o ADAM) 


So I will pluck some of the fruit for thee... 
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ADAM 
The Lord hath curs’d it!... 


(LUCIFER laughs.) 
None the less, pluck on ! 
Now come what may, and, if we must be doom’d, 
Let us have Knowledge as the Lord! 
(EVE plucks the frust, the Apple of Knowledge, tastes it 
and hands tt to ADAM. He tastes tt also.) 
EVE 
And be 
Forever young ! 
(She stretches out her hand for the same apple. LUCIFER 
draws her back in the direction of the Second Tree.) 


LUCIFER 


This way ! Do not delay ! 
This is the Tree of Immortality ! 
Come, ere it be too late! 


(An ANGEL bars the way with a flaming sword.) 


THE ANGEL 
Away, ye sinners ! 


THE VOICE OF THE LORD 


Adam! O, Adam! Thou hast forsaken me! 
Now I forsake thee! What wilt thou be alone! 


EvE 
We are lost ! 
LUCIFER 


Are ye dishearten’d ? 
ADAM 
Nay. Not so! 
I do but shudder as I re-awaken ! 
Woman, come hence. No matter where. Away ! 
This place seems strange and desolate already. 


THE ANGELIC CHOIR (unseen) 


O, weep, ye brothers, for our brothers’ woe! 
The Lie hath conquer’d — Earth hath been laid low ! 
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SCENE THREE. 


(A lovely spot outside of Eden. A small rude wooden hut. 
ADAM Is driving stakes tnto the ground to form a palssade. 
EVE ws constructing a bower. LUCIFER looks on.) 


ADAM 


This is mine own. Instead of the wide world, 
This place shall be my home. And what is mine 
T will protect against fierce beasts of prey, 
And force it to give up its crops to me. 


EVE 
And I will build a bow’r, like one we knew, 
So that, in fancy, we may be once more 


In our lost Eden. 
LUCIFER 


Oh, what weighty words 
You both have utter’d! Family, Property, 
Will soon be the incentives of Mankind 
Which will produce all pleasure and all woe. 
And those conceptions twain will grow and grow 
Until, as Fatherland and Industry, 
They inform the world with all that’s great and noble, 
And then remorselessly devour their children ! 


ADAM 


Thou speakest riddles. What to me thou’dst promised 
Was Knowledge. ’Twas for Knowledge I renounced 

My instinctive joy and, struggling, hoped for greatness. 
And what have I received ? 


LUCIFER 
Thou dost not feel it ? 


ADAM 


1 feel that, when the Lord abandon’d me, 

And drove me, empty-handed, to the wilds, 

I did forsake Him also. I became 

A god unto myself, and all I win 

Is mine of right. That is my strength and pride. 
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LuUCIFER (assde) 
Poor puppet ! Dost thou dare to ape thy Maker ? 
We'll see thy heart when lightnings flame and blast thee ! 
EVE 


The only pride I know in this I find — 
That I shall be the Mother of Mankind ! 


LUCIFER (astde) 
A rare ideal woman's heart will know — 
Eternity assured for Sin and Woe! 
ADAM 

For what should I give thanks? For mere existence ? 
If I exist, and find life worth enduring, 
That fact will be the fruit of my own toil. 
The comfort that a sip of water gives me 
I have to earn by suff’ring painful thirst. 
For ev'ry kiss that’s honey-sweet I snatch, 
With deep depression in its wake I pay. 
And, though the ties of gratitude I spurn, 
Should I be free to shape my destiny 
And to destroy again what I might build, 
Uncertain of myself and my design, 
With mine own strength J might attain my goal — 
Perchance I could dispense with thy support . 
Nor hast thou rid me of the heavy chain 
That binds my body to the crust of Earth. 
I feel there’s something that I cannot name — 
It may be a mere hair, and so more shameful — 
That bars the flight of my aspiring soul. 
See — when I fain would leap, my body falls. 
Mine eyes and ears refuse to do my will. 
When I would know the secrets of the distance. 
And when to lofty spheres my phantasy 
Would have me soar, I am dragg’d down by hunger, 
And conquer’d by the tyranny of Matter! 

" LUCIFER 
That chain is stronger than I am myself. 

ADAM 


Then thou dost seem to me a feeble Spintt, 
If this invisible cobweb spun about us, 
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This nothing, unperceived by countless millions 
Who, though entangl’d, fancy they are free, 
This net, of which the highest Spirits only 
(set glimpses, can so daringly defy thee! 


LUCIFER 
That is the only thing that dare defy me, 
Because it is a Spirit, like myself. 
Dost thou suppose that, just because it works 
In secrecy and silence, ‘tis not mighty ? 
Do not believe it. In the darkness dwells 
What may create and shatter many a world, 
For none could look on it, undazed. Man’s deeds 
Are loud and glitt’ring. But they do not last! 

ADAM 

let mec, then, see it as it does its work — 
A momentary glance, my soul is strong. 
] long to know how it could influence 
One, like myself, who am an entity! 

LUCIFER 
‘Am’ ?... Idle word!... Thou wast and thou wilt be. 
life is a stream that ever onward flows! 
Yet look about thee... see with spirit-eyes... 
(As ADAM looks, everything referred to becomes vtstble.) 


ADAM 


Ah, what a flood surrounds me, as it strives 
Incessantly, in vain, to scale yon heights! 
Now it divides, and, like a thunder-storm, 
Rushes to reach the Pole! 


LUCIFER 
Ah, that is Heat, 
Which carries life to far-off, icy zones. 
ADAM 


And these two glowing currents, crackling by me, 

As if they sought to sweep me on with them, 

While, on their way, they inform me with their fire ? 
What is it, ah, what is it makes me faint ? 


LUCIFER 
‘Tis Magnetism. 
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ADAM 


How the Earth is quaking ! 
What had to me seem’d firm and formless matter 
Is now convulsed, resistlessly upheaving, 
And fighting for its own modes of expression. 
Yonder, it forms a crystal — here a bud. 
In all this wild confusion, what will happen 
To my confined and individual self — 
Alas, what will become of thee, my body, 
To whom, as to a harden’d tool, I madly 
Had trusted my great plans and high ambitions ? 
Art thou, poor pamper’d child, in whom I found 
My sorrow and delight, about to crumble 
Into a little heap or two of dust ; 
And, with the rest of me, which laugh’d and bloom’d, 
Be turn’d to water and to fleeting air, 
Ere thou art lost and melted in the clouds? 
Each word I speak, each concept of my brain, 
Consumes a corner of my inner being. 
I burn! And, maybe, the devouring flame 
Is fanned and fed by some mysterious Spirit 
Who warms himself beside my glowing ashes. 
Away with all I see, lest 1 go mad! 
This war waged with a hundred elements, 
Disheartened by my atrocious loneliness — 
How dreadful, dreadful! Why did I cast away 
That Providence which I divined, but slighted, 
And now, alas, my wisdom seeks in vain! 


EVE 


Is it not so? I feel as thou dost feel. 

When thou art fighting with fierce beasts of prey, 
Or I, despairingly, may tend my garden, 

I look around me at the far-flung world, 

And nowhere in the Heavens or on the Earth 
Can see a fellow-creature or a friend 

To guide or shield us, as in happier days! 


LUCIFER (scornfully) 


Well, if your souls are now so cowardly 
That you grow cold when no one’s by to nurse you, 
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And feel that you must be subordinate — 
I’ll summon up a god whom ye will find 
More kindly than that harsh and chiding Ancient. 
The Spirit of the Earth. I knew him when 
He sang with Angels. He's a modest youth. 
Appear! Anise ! 
Obey me or beware ! 
The Spirit that denies 
Hath call’d — none else would dare! 
(Flames rise from the earth. Dense clouds gather, and a 
rainbow appears. Terrtfic thunder.) 


LUCIFER (recotling) 


Who art thou, monster? Not to thee I call’d! 
The Spirit of the Earth is tame and gentle ! 


THE VOICE OF THE SPIRIT OF THE EARTH 


What, in the Heav’nly Choir, seemed weak to thee 

In his own sphere is infinitely strong. 

Here have I come. For, when a Spint calls, 

I must obey. But mark well what I say: 

To summon me is not to be my master. 

Should I reveal my shape, thou would’st be shaken, 
And those two human worms would surely perish ! 


LUCIFER 


But tell me, how could Man approach thy grandeur, 
If he should choose thee as his lord and god ? 


THE VOICE OF THE SPIRIT OF THE EARTH 


Dispersed in water, clouds and mist and groves, 
Wherever he might chance to turn his eyes 

With ardent longing and an aspiring soul. 

(Stlence, as the Spirit of the Earth descends. The grove 
and spring are thronged suddenly with fleet, blavful Nymphs.) 


EVE 


Ah, see those fair and friendly sister faces! 
Behold, how graciously they come to meet us! 
The wilderness grows brighter as they greet us 

To share their happiness they all entreat us! 
There’s comfort in the thought of their embraces. 
They'll guide us, and our grief will leave no traces ! 
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LUCIFER 


If you would let them guide you, you'd be wise, 
Though you'd decide, before they could advise. 
Those fleet and lovely creatures you admire 
Would give you but the answers you desire. 

They smile responsive to the pure of heart, 

And terror to despairing souls impart. 

In many varied forms with you they'll go, 
Transform’d, throughout your life on Earth below ; 
To the deep thinker, as beguiling shades, 

As ideals, to the heart that never fades. 


ADAM 


What good to me is all this mummery ? 

1 watch the play, and fail to grasp its meaning 
Now I am told to solve another riddle. 

Ah, Lucifer, why trifle with me? 

Let me know all, according to thy promise. 


LUCIFER (aside) 


Some day thy knowledge thou wilt sadly rue, 
And sigh for thy departed ignorance ! 
(aloud) 
Be patient. Well thou knowest that no joy 
Thou lt buy till thou hast fought to prove thy merit. 
Many a school awaits thee, many a lesson 
Thou lt have to learn, ere everything thou'lt know. 


ADAM 


To thee it may seem easy to have patience, 
Because before thee lies eternity. 

Bat I did not eat of the Tree of Life, 

And I must make the most of Life’s brief day. 


LUCIFER 


All things that live, endure for the same span ; 
The century-old tree, the one-day beetle, 

Grow conscious, joy and love, and pass away 
When they have reached their own appointed aims. 
Time does not move. ’Tis only we who change. 

A hundred years are but as one brief day. 
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So do not fear. Thou, too, wilt find thy goal ; 
And do not fancy that thy clay-clad body 

Can mark the bound’ry of thy human being. 
Thou’st seen the ants and swarming bees at work ; 
Myriads of creatures rushing here and thither, 
They struggle blindly, toil and clash and stumble. 
But all they do obeys a general plan. 

A common purpose urges them to action ; 

Then fight their way to an appointed end 

And do not cease until that end’s attained!... 
Thy body, true, may crumble into dust, 

But in unnumber’d shapes ‘twill be revived. 

Nor wilt thou need to start thy life anew. 

Thy son shall suffer for thy deadly sins — 

Thy maladies thou wilt to him transmit. 

All thou hast master’d, all thou hast learnt and felt, 
Shall be thy very own throughout the ages ! 


ADAM 


That is the retrospect of one grown old, 

And not the object of my ardent youth. 

I long to look into my future life 

To know for what I have toil’d and why I suffer! 


EVE 


And I would know if, in all those revivals, 
My charm and beauty will not fade and wane! 


LUCIFER 


So be it. I will cast a spell on ye; 

And, in the visions of a drawn-out dream, 

Your far-off future ye shall clearly see. 

And when ye see how vain it is to strive, 

How hard the fights ye'll fight upon your way, 
Lest you should lose your courage and, like cravens, 
Be tempted to desert the field of battle, 

A tiny ray I'll set amid the skies, 

To cheer ye and to tell ye all ye dreamt 

Was mere illusion. In that ray take Hope! 


(LUCIFER leads ADAM and EVE into the hut. They fall asleep.) 
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SCENE FOUR. 


(Egypt. In the foreground is an open Hall. ADAM (re- 
tncarnate as a vouth{ful PHARAOH) ts seated on hts throne. 
LUCIFER ts seen tn the character of his MINISTER. At a 
respectful distance, PHARAOH'S splendid retinue. In_ the 
background SLAVES are totling to build a pyramid, under 
the orders of Superintendents with whips. Bright davisght.) 


LUCIFER (to PHARAOH) 


Most honour'd Master! Thy devoted servants, 

Who gladly would shed all their blood for thee, 
Seek anxiously to know why royal Pharaoh 

Sits brooding on his throne and cannot rest ! 

Why dost thou so despise the day’s delight 

And spurn the lovely visions of the night?.. 

Were it not well to entrust the wondrous plans 
Thou hast conceiv’d to thine appointed slave, 

When surely all that life on earth could offer, 

The glory and the pomp and pride of pow’, 

And all the joy that human hearts could grasp, 
Thou dost possess and name thine own already? 
The treasures of a hundred provinces 

Are thine. — For thee buds bloom to fragrant flow’rs, 
And juicy fruits, as thou dost need them, ripen. 
For thee, a thousand women yearn and sigh. 

Fair beauties, with fond eyes that woo and promise, 
As soft and airy as a tender breeze — 

And duskier charmers, with beguiling lips, 

Whose flashing glances flame with mad desire ! 
They all are thine. And on thy passing whim 
Depends their destiny. To one and all 

*"Twould seem as though their lives would be well spent 
If they could please thee for a few bref moments. 


ADAM 
All these do not delight my weary soul. 
They seem to me mere tributes to their lord. 
I have not won them by myself alone. 
(pointing to the pyramid) 
But, with that monument which rises yonder, 
Methinks I may at last have found the way 


That leads to endless and enduring greatness. 
Its art will force ev’n nature to admire 

And through the ages will proclain my fame. 
No earthquake, no disaster, could destroy it — 


"Twill show where Man was mightier than God. 


LUCIFER 


Oh, Pharaoh! Does it really make thee happy 
To hug that fancy?... Lay thy hand on thy heart! 


ADAM 


Not I. My heart is full of emptiness. 

No matter. I care naught for joy. ‘Tis glory 

] seek... And that will follow. But the people 
Must not suspect my torture. If they pitied, 
They never, nevermore would worship me. 


LUCIFER 


But what if some day thou should’st come to think 
That glory, after all, is but a bauble? 


ADAM 
Impossible ! 
LUCIFER 
Yet were it so? 


ADAM 
I'd die, 
And leave my curse upon posterity ! 
LUCIFER (trontcally) 
Thou wilt not die, though thou should’st see ’tis vain. 
Thou'lt set to work again, and... win as usual! 
(One of the SUPERINTENDENTS whtps a SLAVE so merctlessly 
that he runs, shrieking, into the Hall, and collapses before 
the throne.) 


THE SLAVE 

Help, lord ! 
(EVE, ve-tncarnate as the wife of the SLAVE, escapes from 
the crowd outside, utters a cry of angutsh, and throws herself 
snito her husband's arms.) 
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EvE 
Alas, in vain thou’lt beg for help! 
He who hath never tasted of our anguish 
Can never understand. The sound of pain 
Is low... The throne is lofty!... Why not call 
On her who shields thy body, and with thee 
Shares ev'ry blow? 


ADAM (addressing the SUPERINTENDENTS who rush in to 
dvag out the two SLAVES.) 
Nay, let them be!... Begone! 
(The SUPERINTENDENTS withdraw.) 
(astde) 
What strange emotion steals into my heart ? 
Who is this woman, what the magic charm 
Whereby, as with a chain, almighty Pharaoh 
She drags down to her level, in the dust ? 
(He rises.) 


LUCIFER 
Oh, that is but another of the threads 
In which thy mocking Lord hath ‘tangled thee, 
Just to remind thee that thou art a worm 
When thou would’st flutter like a butterfly ! 
How strong this tenuous thread is thou hast seen. 
It slips out of one’s fingers. So I cannot 
Break it. 
ADAM (descending from hts throne) 
Nor shalt thou do so. For that thread, 
However it may irk me, gives me joy. 
LUCIFER 
But ‘tis not fitting that so wise a King 
Should sigh because of it. 
ADAM 
What should I do, then ? 


LUCIFER 


Why, there would seem no way out, but for Knowledge 
To swear this hidden thread does not exist, 
While Strength and Matter rudely laugh at it. 
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ADAM 
J cannot laugh at, nor deny, what 1s. 


EvE (to the SLAVE, her husband) 
Oh, my beloved, how thy blood is streaming ! 
I'll stop the flow. How cruelly it hurts thee! 
THE SLAVE 
‘Tis life alone that hurts. Twill soon be over... 
EVE 
Nay, nay. To what end hast thou liv'd so long, 
If thou must die, when thou hast just revived ¢ 
THE SLAVE 
Why does a slave exist ? To carry stones 
To pyramids, to obey the strong, and die. 
Some other slave is found! Millions for one! 
ADAM 
Ah, Lucifer, what dreadful words I hear ! 
LUCIFER 
The fever'd ravings of a dying man! 


ADAM 
What was't he said ? 
LUCIFER 
Great Pharaoh, what disturbs thee 
The matter really is not worth thy notice. 
We'll have a slave the less on Earth, that’s all. 
EVE (to LUCIFER) 
To thee a cipher. But to me... the world! 
Alas! Who will there be ere long to love me? 
THE SLAVE 
Not I, my wife!... Forget me now. . for ever 
(He dies.) 
ADAM (to EVE) 
But I will love thee!.. 
(to his retatners) 
Take away this body... 
(Retatners lift the body.) 
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(fo EVE) 


Rise, lady. Take thy place upon my throne. 
For thou art surely sov’reign Queen of Beauty, 
Even as I am lord and King of Might. 

’Twas destin’d we should meet. 


Eve 
Oh, mighty Pharaoh ' 
I know a slave must do as thou dost bid. 

Nor would I fight against what thou hast will’d. 

Only I beg thee, grant me a brief respite ! 


ADAM 

Forget that word! Oh, must my royalty 

Be built upon one word alone — ‘‘command’” ? 
EvE 


That will suffice, if what my lord commands 
Does not distress me now. Oh, do not grudge 
The tears that for a moment mourn my dead. 
How beautiful in death, great God, he seems! 
(She throws herself upon the body.) 


ADAM 


Beauty in death? One contradicts the other. 
Our eager souls despise that restfulness, 
Which to our vanity appears absurd. 


LUCIFER 


A runaway, a slave, can now defy thee, 
Saying, in death I am stronger than thy chains! 


ADAM (to EVE) 


Peace to the dead, and, to the living, hail ! 
That body does not feel thy tears; while I 
In pain await thy smile... 
(As the retainers bear away the bodv, ADAM leads EvV¥. to 
the throne.) 
Sit here beside me. 
(Groans from the SLAVES without. Eve shudders.) 
What ails thee, my belovéd 
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EVE 
Dost thou not hear 
Thy wailing people °? 
ADAM 
Till now I never did. 
The music is not pleasant. Do not heed it. 
Kiss me, and we will both forget the world. 


(to LUCIFER) 
And Jet there be no more of this lamenting. 


LUCIFER 


I cannot quiet what the suff'ring people 
Inhent with their yoke. It is their right. 
(Repeated groans. Eve shrieks. ADAM stratghtens himself.) 


ADAM (to EVE) 


Thou art in pain, dear lady, yet I know not 

How I can help thee. Through thy tortur’d heart, 
Those cries of anguish, ev’n as lightning, dart 

To mine own brain. The world seems full of anguish ! 


EVE 


Oh, Pharaoh, crush me, but forgive me, too, 

If what the people suffer kills my peace! 

Well do I know that I am but thy handmaid, 
And that I live alone to give thee pleasure. 

1 must forget all that environs me, 

Sorrow and splendour, dreams, and ev’n the dead ; 
My smile must charm thee, and my flaming lips. 
But, when the multitude, with out-stretched arms, 
And backs tormented by relentless rods, 

Are wailing yonder, oh, I seem to be 

A tiny portion of an aching body, 

And, like a daughter torn from her own kind, 

I suffer, as they suffer, in my heart! 


ADAM 
And I with thee... So millions die for one! 
"Twas that the dead man said. 


EVE 
Oh, mighty Pharaoh ! 
How solemn thou hast grown, and all through me. 
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Drive me away from thee, or teach me how 
Mine ears may cease to hear! 


ADAM 


Thou hast taught me more — 
From thee I have learned to hear my people’s anguish. 
No more I'll hear it. From now on my slaves 
Shall all be free! What value hath the glory 
One man may win by ruining the millions 
And making millions suffer in whose breasts 
There stirs the breath of beings who are human ? 
A millionfold the woe outweighs the joy! 


LUCIFER 
Pharaoh, thou ravest. For the common herd 
Is doomed and fated as a beast to be, 
To bear the burden and to tread the mill. 
For that it was created. If to-day 
"Tis freed, 1t will not gain by what thou’st wasted, 
To-morrow ‘twill have chosen a new lord! 
Dost thou imagine it would bear thy yoke 
Unless within itself it realized 
The everlasting longing for a master ? 


ADAM 
Why does it wail, then, as if slavery 
Were torment ? 

LUCIFER 

Oh, it suffers... why it knows not. 

For ev ry man aspires to mastery. 
It is this longing, not fraternal love, 
That to the flag of freedom drives the masses, 
Though they may be unconscious of the truth 
And know but vaguely what it is that urges 
Them on to seek a something that seems new 
And to deny the something that exists, 
Still hoping to give substance to their dreams 
Of fancied happiness for all mankind. 
And yet the people is as a deep sea. 
No ray of sunshine penetrates its gloom. 
Only the flashing wave illumes its surface — 
The wave that may be nothing but — thyself... 


ADAM 


And why myself? 
LUCIFER 


Or someone kin to thee, 
In whom the people's instinct has found shape 
And who, as Freedom’s favoured champion, 
Dares to encroach upon thy glorious throne ! 
Meanwhile the mob gains nothing by the change, 
Except a new name for its ancient master. 


ADAM 


The network of thy reasoning is devious, 
Although there may be no way to escape it. 


LUCIFER 


And yet there is one. Give the chosen few 

A chain, a ring, or some such silly bauble, 

Saying, ‘‘With this do I now raise ye high 

Above the mob. With this ye shall be nobler’, 
They will believe thee, and, though they despise 
The people. will be glad, though thou despise them. 


ADAM 
seek not to tempt me with such ‘luring lies! 
Away with slavery! Let all be free! 


Proclaim their freedom. But do not delay, 
So that, should I repent, my word shall bind me! 


LUCIFER (astde) 
(so on, then, as thou wilt, in thy conceit, 
And dream thou goest freely where Fate drags thee ! 
(He goes off.) 
ADAM (referring to the pyramid) 
And that great structure shall remain unfinished, 
A ruin, warning those who aim too high ; 
A question mark for human strength and weakness. 
(Sounds of rejoicing heard from without. The workmen 
scatter. LUCIFER re-enters.) 
Ye slaves, rejoice to see how Might hath bow’d 
To ye. But do not fancy it surrender’d. 
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EvE 


Take comfort, oh, beloved! Of what worth 
Is idle fame that, like a chilly snake, 
Wriggles and worms its slimy way among us? 


ADAM 
But it 1s great, ay, great ! 

EVE 

Away with it! 
The cries of woe are hush’d. No more they'll pain us. 
Is’t not enough to rest upon my bosom ? 


ADAM 
Woman, how bounded must be thy horizon. 
Yet it is this that draws proud Man to thee. 
‘Tis only weakness that his strength can love, 
Even as a protecting mother yearns 
To embrace her weakest and most helpless son. 


EVE 
Ah, Pharaoh, have I wearied thee already 


With my too foolish and untimely babble ? 
How can I help it, if I am not wise? 


ADAM 


Do not wish even to be that, belovéd. 

I have all the intelligence I need. 

‘Tis not in search of strength I seek thy breast, 

Nor to grow wiser, nor to be more great. 

If that I sought, I'd find it when I read 

The wonderful papyri that I prize. 

Talk on, talk on, let me but hear thy voice, 

That, with its music, will my heart rejoice. 

What thou dost say will matter very little. 

Who asks the twitt’ring bird of what it sings, 

If it but charms us with its tender song ? 

Be as a flow’r, or as a cherish'd gem; 

Useless, perchance, but lovely. ‘Tis its merit. 
(to LUCIFER) 


And yet a longing troubles my mad bliss — 
It may be foolish — but, I pray, content it. 
Let me look boldly into the far future 
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And see what, a few thousand years from now, 
My fame will mean ? 
LUCIFER 
While thou art fondly kissing, 


Dost thou not feel the soft and gentle breeze 

That plays about thy face, and fades away? 

A layer of light dust it leaves behind. 

Within a year, that dust is inches deep — 

A century hence, it reaches to the knee. 

In a few thousand years it will entomb 

Thy pyramids, and hide thy name in sand. 

Amid thy pleasure-grounds will howl the jackal, 

And in the desert wretched slaves will dwell. 
(All that LucIFER foretells becomes vtstble.) 

All this will not result from roaring winds, 

Nor from the stormy quaking of the Earth, 

But from the tender breeze that now beguiles thee. 


ADAM 
A dreadful prospect ! 
LUCIFER 
Do not fear! Thy spirit 

May perish. But thy body, as a mummy, 
Will rouse the curiosity of scholars, 
With features all a-wry, from which the writings 
That proved thee slave or ruler will have vanish'd. 
(He kicks a mummy which has meanwhile appeared before 

the throne, and now slowly rolls down the steps.) 


ADAM (rising suddenly) 


Unholy vision! Get thee gone from me! 

Insensate striving! Meaningless ambition! 

Still in mine ears there rings, ‘‘Millions for one!” 

And for those millions I must win respect, 

Where they'll be free. There only that could happen 
One man may perish, if the masses live, 

For, of the many, the great unit’s made ! 


EVE 
And wilt thou then forsake me, too, thy love? 
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ADAM 
Thee, too, the throne, and all, I must forsake. 
(to LUCIFER) 


Lead me, now, Lucifer, to my new goal. 
Already I have wasted time too precious 
In aimless wand rings. 

(He draws his sword and prepares to go.) 


EVE 


Should’st thou return, oh, King, 
With shatter’d hopes, seek shelter on my breast. 


ADAM 


Ay, ay!... I can foresee that, soon or late, 
I’ll find thee, purified, and be at rest. 
Then thou wilt love me — not at my behest, 
But, as an equal, gladly be my mate! 

(He goes out.) 


LUCIFER 


Stay! Not so fast! There's time enough to spare. 
Full soon thou'lt see the goal to which thou'dst fare. 
And then thy folly thou wilt sadly know, 

While I still laugh at thee!... Now... let us go! 


SCENE FIVE. 


(Athens. A Public Square, with a chatr for an orator in 
the centre In the foreground, to right or left, the open hall 
of a temple, adorned with statues of gods, garlands of 
flowers, and an altar. Eve (re-tncarnate as Lucia, the 
wife of MILTIADES, the leader of the army) enters with her 
son Kimon, followed by Maidens bearing sacrificial objects, 
on her way to the Temple. People in rags are lounging 
in the Square. Bright morning.) 


Eve (to Kimon) 


Come here, my dearest boy. Come nearer still. 

’Twas yonder that a fleet ship bore thy father 

To battle on a far-off foeman’s shore. 

A rude race dwells there, which has dared to threaten 
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The untrammell’d freedom of our fatherland. 

So pray, oh, pray with me, my son, I say, 

That Heaven may now protect our country’s right, 
And bring us back your heroic sire unharm’d! 


KIMON 


Why did my father sail so far away 
To guard this wretched land of craven folk, 
And leave his lovely spouse at home to mourn him? 


EVE 
Woe's me! 'Tis wrong to judge thy noble father ! 
God’s curse may fall upon a child like thee. 
None but a loving wife the right can claim 
To rail against her husband’s gallant deeds. 


And, should he fail to do them, she were shamed. 
Thy sire hath acted as becomes a man! 


KIMON 
Then dost thou fear my father will be vanquish’d ? 


EVE 


Nay, nay, my son. Thy father is a hero; 
He'll conquer. Only one thing do I fear — 
That he may fail to overcome — himself ! 


KIMON 
How so? 
EVE 
A mighty voice inspires our souls — 
Ambition. In the slave, indeed, ‘tis hush’d, 
Or, if ‘tis heard, is cramp’d by dreams of crime. 
But Freedom, warming it with its own blood, 
Makes it as glorious as a Civic virtue. 
So it engenders all that’s rare and great. 
Yet, should it grow too strong, it may attack 
Its mother, and fight on till one succumbs. 
Should that voice ever drown the good in him, 
And force him to betray his sacred country, 


I'd curse him!... And now let us pray, my son! 
ee and aon enter the Temple. Meanwhile the crowd 
has grown.) 
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FIRST CITIZEN (3n the crowd) 


Again we hear no stirmng news to-day. 
One would suppose our troops could find no foe! 


SECOND CITIZEN (as above) 
And here, at home, they all seem fast asleep ! 
Can there be no one, as in days of yore, 
To fashion plans... which none could execute 
Without the cheers of the almighty People ? 
Since early morn I have walked up and down 
And met no man who wish'd to buy my vote ! 


FIRST CITIZEN (as above) 
Life’s growing dull. Could we not brighten it? 


THIRD CITIZEN (as above) 
A little uproar might help things a bit! 
(During the foregoing episode, EVE has lighted the fire 
on the altar, washed her hands, and prepared to offer 
sacrifice. Her MAIDEN ATTENDANTS nov intone a Hymn, 
in the form of strophes and antt-strophes, which accompantes 
what follows. The Square 1s now thronged with CITIZENS 
and a Mos. Two DEMAGOGUES are struggling for the 

Orator’s tribune.) 


First DEMAGOGUE 


Make way! This place is mine! The fatherland 
Will be in danger if I am not heard! 


(The Mos applauds.) 


SECOND DEMAGOGUE 
It will be lost, if thou art heard, thou hireling ! 
(The Mos laughs and applauds loudly.) 


First DEMAGOGUE 


Thou art no hireling. For no man would buy thec! 
(to the crowd) 

Oh, citizens! With sorrow do I speak, 

For noble hearts recoil from dragging down 

The great into the dust! Yet one who's great 

I'll have to tear from his triumphal chariot 

That ye may judge him ! 
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SECOND DEMAGOGUE 
Rogue ! Well thou’st begun 
By heaping flow’rs upon the wretched beast 
Whom thou would’st sacrifice ! 
First DEMAGOGUE 
Ah, get thee gone ! 
THE Mos 


Why should we listen to that scoffer there? 
(They hustle the SECOND DEMAGOGUE.) 


First DEMAGOGUE 
But, though my heart may ache, I have to speak, 
Because, oh, glorious and majestic People, 
I set ye even higher than your leader ! 

SECOND DEMAGOGUE 
The starving pack of mercenary dogs 
Who lie in wait for leavings flung to them 
From their lord’s table!... Oh, ye cowards ! 
I do not envy ye your squalid taste ! 

THE Mos (scattered voices) 
Down with him !... He’sa traitor... Down with him, too! 
(They mishandle the SECOND DEMAGOGUE. Meanwhile 
EvE offers two doves as sacrifice at the altar, and swings 
incense censors.) 
EVE 
O, holy Aphrodite ! Look with favour 
Upon this sacrifice, and hear my pray'r! 
No laurels for my husband’s brow I crave, 
But homely joy to cheer his valiant heart ! 
(Amid the smoke rising from the sacrifice, EROS appears, 
smiling, and surrounded by the GRACES who shower roses 
on him. Picture: A group absorbed in devotion.) 


EveE’s MAIDENS (fo ERos) 


(srant her request ! 
EROS 


O, woinan, be thou blest, 
With all pure hearts! 
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THE GRACES 
And we, the god’s own Graces, 
Thy shield will be! 
Eve’s MAIDENS 
Hail, Aphrodite! Hai) ! 


FIRST DEMAGOGUE (tn the Square) 
This is the charge! Our great Miltiades 
Has sold the Fatherland ! 
SECOND DEMAGOGUE 
Oh, liar! Liar! 
Hear me, or, when too late, ye all will rue 


Your folly. 
First GITIZEN 


Ah, away with thee, thou knave! 


(The SECOND DEMAGOGUE 1s dragged away and lost in 
the Mob.) 


First DEMAGOGUE 
The flower of our youth he holds, and Lemnos 
He could have conquer’d with one blow. Yet now 
He halts at Pharos’ gates... He has been bribed! 
THIRD MAN IN THE Mos 
Death!... Death to him! 
First CITIZEN 
Ay, shout away, shout on! 
Or I’ll not keep ye on my daily pay-roll! 
(The sacrificial rites have ended. The God and the GRACES 
have vanished.) 
EvE (straining to listen) 
What noise is that, without ?... We'll see, my son... 


KIMON 


They’re passing judgment on some traitor, mother. 


EvE (moving towards the steps of the Temple) 
My heart grows sick and faint whene’er I hear 
The starving people sentencing the mighty — 
Your low-born slave maliciously delights 
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In seeing worthy men sink in the mire, 
As if thereby to prove his filthiness. 


SECOND MAN IN THE Mos 
My master, I have shouted till I am hoarse ! 


SECOND CITIZEN (handing him something) 
Take this, and smear thy weary throat with it! 


SECOND MAN IN THE Mos (drinking) 
What shall we shout ? 


SECOND CITIZEN 
Death to the traitor! Death! 


THE Mos 
Death! Death ! 
EVE 
To whom?... Of whom can they be raving? 


SECOND DEMAGOGUE (approaching EVE) 
Of one who overtops his fellow-men, 
And who, for that alone, offends them all. 
Eve (alarmed) 


Miltiades ?... Great gods!... And thou, old Crispos, 
Who wast releas'd from slavery by my spouse, 
Thou also now art shouting for his death ! 


CRISPOS 


Forgive me, lady. Only he or I 
Can hope to live. Alas, I have three children, 
And he who bids ine yell supports us all! 


EVE 


Woe to thee, Crispos, if Fate so degrades thee, 
Yet I forgive thee, for starvation thralls thee ; 


(to THERSITES) 


But thou, Thersites ? And all ye, all ye, 

Who have been sleeping smugly here at ease 

Since, from your threaten'd gates, my husband drove 
Your foes away?... Oh, ye ungrateful souls! 
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THERSITES 
My lady! ‘Tis a bitter pill to swallow. 
What can we do, though, ‘gainst the People’s will ? 
Who would risk everything that he possess’d 
By opposing the unchain’d and raging seas ? 
First DEMAGOGUE 
Then hark to what the People now decrees! 
(LUCIFER, 1” the character of a WARRIOR, rushes in. His 
features are dtstorted by fear.) 
LUCIFER 
Disaster nears! The foe is at your gates! 


First DEMAGOGUF 
How can that be? Doth not our valiant leader 
Bar their approach ? 
LUCIFER 

That leader is your foe! 
He heard what ye were plotting to undo him, 
And, fired with righteous wrath, while here ye babbled, 
Return’d, with fire and sword, to punish ye! 


SECOND DEMAGOGUE 
‘Tis ye who have brought this upon us, traitors ! 


THE Mos 
Down with them all! Long live our glorious leader ! 
Woe unto us! Away, no matter where, 
Or we are lost! 
First DEMAGOGUE 

Not so. To pay him homage 

We all will meet him at the gates! 
Eve 
Ye gods! 

The sentence that bereft me of my spouse 
Was hard to bear. But harder far it seems 
To feel that it was just! Yet I’ll redeem thee ! 


FIRST MAN IN THE MoB 


Let’s seize his wife! And, should our city suffer, 
She'll die the death, together with her son! 
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EVE 


Right gladly would I die for thee, my spouse, 
If but the fatherland would spare my child! 


Krmon (to EVE) 


Nay, do not fear for me. Come, mother, come. 
(referring to the Temple) 
This holy place will shield us both from harm. 


(KIMON and EVE evade the Mob and take refuge in the Temple. 

Two NYMPHS appear and drop a garland of roses between 

them and their pursuers, who recotl. From without, trumpets 

ave heard. The MoB scatters, wailing in terror. The two 
NYMPHS vanish.) 


LUCIFER (rubbing his hands and laughing loudly) 


A merry joke! ‘Tis well that Intellect 

Should have its laugh where human hearts are breaking. 
(turning towards the Temple) 

If but the sight of this eternal Beauty, 

Eternally renew’d, did not disturb me! 

It makes me shiver in its mystic realm, 

Where all that’s nude is turn’d to chastity, 

And crime seems noble, while unhappy fate 

{s glorified by sweet and clinging roses, 

And by the kisses of simplicity... 

Why is my world so long delay’d — the world 

Of evil phantoms and the shades of Hades — 

That would dispel forever the illusion 

Which helps Mankind, whom I had nearly vanquish’d, 

To rise again and still with me to struggle? 

Well, we shall see, when Death and horror come, 

If the unmeaning game of human life 

Will weary us for ever, or soon find 

That it has reached its fit and final bounds. 


(ADAM, wounded (re-tncarnat as MILTIADES) ts borne in 
at the head of hts troops. The Mos and the DEMAGOGUES 
greet him in an attttude of supplication.) 


THE MoB 


Long live our general! Have mercy, hero! 
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ADAM 
What is the crime that makes ye sue for mercy? 
How can the mighty beg to him who is weak? 
Why are my wife and child not here to greet me? 
Can any harm have overtaken them? 


EVE (returning with Kimon) 
Ah, my Miltiades! Why hast thou come, 
If thy return may not delight thy spouse ? 
My son... sustain thy mother... lest she fall! 
Thy father will not leave thee a stainless name ! 


ADAM 

Nay... I am in the dark... My people beg... 

My spouse condemns... while I bleed for my country? 
EVE 


But more do bleed thy country and my heart! 
Why art thou here, escorted by thine army? 


ADAM 

Doth not my escort, then, befit my rank ? 
I have come because this gaping wound forbids me 
To carry on the duties of mine office. 
I have come to render unto those who sent me 
The powr I owe unto the sov'reign People 
And to account to it for what it gave me. 

(to the soldtery) 
So now, my fellow-warriors, I disband ye ! 
Well have ye earn’d the peace of home and hearth. 
And now, Athene, I will hang this blade, 
Long dedicate to thee, above thine altar! 
(MILTIADES ts assisted to the steps of the Temple. Hts war- 

yiors disperse.) 


EVE (embracing ADAM) 


Ah, my Miltiades, is there a woman 
More happy than thy wife, thou glorious man? 
See, see how like unto thee is thy son — 
So tall and handsome ! 
ADAM 


Both of ye I treasure ! 
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KIMON 


Full well I knew that all my father does 
Is rightly done ! 
EVE 
Oh, do not shame me, child! 
His spouse should have known better what thou knewest 
ADAM (fo Kimon) 
My scn, now dedicate thy father’s sword ! 


KIMON (hanging the sword above the altar) 
O, goddess! Guard, I pray, this precious blade 
Till, some day, I shall come to claim it from thee ! 
EVE (swinging incense) 
To celebrate this two-fold sacrifice, 
His mother scatters incense. See, o, Pallas! 
First DEMAGOGUE (in the tribune) 


Said I not rightly that he is a traitor, 
Bought by Darius?... His wound? ’Tis but a sham! 
He does not wish to fight against the foe ! 


THE Mos 
Death to the traitor ! 
ADAM (to Eve) 


What is all that tumult? 


EVE 


Alas, Miltiades! ’Tis full of terror ! 
Again the mob is branding thee a traitor ! 


ADAM 
Preposterous!... A traitor, I, the victor 
Of Marathon? 

EVE 


And yet they name thee so! 
Thou hast come back to find a wicked world. 


FIRST DEMAGOGUE (as before) 
Ye falter? .. Seize him! 
(The Mos masses stself before the Temple.) 
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EVE 

Oh, Miltiades ! 
Here thou art safe in sanctuary!... Stay! 
What can have led thee to disband thy troops? 
Why did’st thou not lay waste this nest of sin? 
Those wretches there deserve to be in chains. 
They feel that thou wast born to be their master, 
For thou art nobler than they all. And they 
Will slay thee, lest they grovel at thy feet ! 


First DEMAGOGUE (as before) 
Do ye not hear the traitor’s wife in there 
Declaiming ? 

EVE 

‘Tis the right of ev'ry wife 
To shield her husband, ev’n if he is guilty ! 
Above all when he is blameless as my own, 
Confronted with degenerates such as ye! 


First DEMAGOGUE (as before) 
Why does the sov’reign People tolerate 
Such insults ? 
First MAN IN THE Mos 
Ah, but if her words were true? 


FIRST CITIZEN 


He who believes in them is suspect!... Shout ! 
Shout, ye base creatures, or ye all shall starve ! 


THE Mos (shuuting) 


Death to the traitor ! 
ADAM (to EVE) 
Cover the lad’s eyes... 
He must not see my blood. 
(to EVE, who clings to him.) 
Nay, leave my breast ! 
The bolt that strikes the rock shall not harm thee! 
I only have to die... Why should I live, 
Now that I know how vain is Liberty, 
For which throughout my life I have always battled? 


First DEMAGOGUE (as before) 
And still ye hesitate ! 
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THE - Mos 
Death ! Death to him! 


ADAM 


And yet I’ll not condemn that craven rabble. 
They’re not to blame if, by their nature doom’d, 
Grim want has mark’d them out for slavery, 
And drags them down to be the bloody tools 
Of a mere handful of rebellious tyrants ! 

I, only I, have prov’d myself a fool, 

By dreaming that such people needed Freedom. 


LUCIFER (aside) 
Thou hast invented thine own epitaph, 
That might adorn the tombs of many later. 
ADAM (to the bystanders) 


Bear me down yonder! No longer will I use 
This sacred fane to shield me. 
(They helb him down the steps of the Temple, as he confides 
EveE tenderly to a male retainer. ) 
Now, I am ready!... 
SECOND DEMAGOGUE (fo ADAM) 
Defend thyself!... All hath not yet been lost! 


ADAM 


My wound would rend me if I tried to speak 
One word in my defence. 


SECOND DEMAGOGUE (to ADAM) 
Yet, do but speak!... 
A moment since, the People crawled before thee! 


ADAM 


Ah, just because of that, it would be useless. 
The People never would forgive its shame ! 


LUCIFER (to ADAM) 
Well? Hast thou learnt thy lesson? 


ADAM 
Ay! Too well! 


LUCIFER 


And dost thou see that, to the drunken Mob, 
Thou hast been a nobler lord that ’tis to thee! 


ADAM 


Maybe. In any case the end is ruin, 

Howe'er we name it. Fate will have its way — 
In vain we fight against what has to be. 

Nor shall I do so... Why should any soul 
Aspire and burn away to reach the heights ? 
"Tis wiser to strive only for one’s self 

And fill one’s little span of life with bliss, 
Until we stagger, drunkenly, to Hades!... 
Lead me on, Lucifer, to some new goal ; 
Where, laughing, I will look at others’ virtues, 
Mock at Man’s anguish, seek but selfish joys! 


(to EVE) 


And thou, oh, woman, who — so saith my heart — 
Erst conjur'd up for me a verdant bow’'r 

Amid the wastes — if, like a decent mother, 

My son thou’dst teach to be an honest burgher, 
Thou'lt justly be derided by the trull 

With painted cheeks, who beckons from the brothel, 
Lit up with wine, and luring with her lips. 
Rejoice! Be gay, and throw away thy virtue!... 
Now to the scaffold. Not to expiate 

Some base or shameful deed I have committed 

But because once a great idea inspired me! 


(During ADAM’s speech, a block and an axe have been brought 
in and placed at the foot of the steps. LUCIFER stands beside 
the block holding the axe. ADAM bends his head.) 
First DEMAGOGUE 


Put him to death!... Long live the Fatherland ! 


LUCIFER (whispering to ADAM) 


A fine farewell for thee? ... Eh, stalwart master?... 
Is there not something strange that makes thee shudder 
In the chill breath of this appalling death? 
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EvE (appealingly) 
O, Pallas! Thou art deaf to all my pray'rs! 


(The ANGEL OF DEATH issues from the Temple, in the 
likeness of a gentle YouTH, and moves towards ADAM, 
carrying a torch, turned downwards, and a wreath.) 


Apam (to Eve) 


Pallas hath answer’d thee!... The gods be with thee! 
And now my heart’s at rest, my dearest Lucia! 


LUCIFER 


A curse upon thee, lying world of dreams ! 
Again thou hast wreck’d my most delightful moment ! 


EVE 
Ah, curst be ye, unfeeling, vulgar People ! 
With ruthless hands ye have assail’d your bliss 
And hurl'd its fragrant blossom in the dust! 
Freedom can ne’er have seem’d so sweet to ye 
As it hath hard and bitter been to me! 


(As LUCIFER lifts the axe, the curtain falls.) 


SCENE SIX. 


(Rome. An open hall, adorned with statues of gods, and 
urns, in which perfumes are burning. At back, a view of the 
(distant) Apennines. In the centre, a table — laid — with 
three couches around it. At the table, reclining on the couches, 
ADAM (re-tncarnate as SERGIOLUS), LUCIFER in the charac- 
ter of MiLo, and CATULUS, all voluptuartes ; EVE (re-incar- 
nate as JULIA), and Hippia and Ciuvia, lightly-clad Pros- 
istutes. All are banquetting. On a platform, Gladiators are 
fighting. Slaves stand here and there, awaiting orders, while 
Flute-players make music. At first, dusk. Later on, night.) 


CATULUS 


See, Sergiclus, how skill’d and nimble 
Is yonder red-beribbon’d gladiator. 
I'd wager he’ll defeat that other there. 


ADAM 
Not so, by Hercules ! 
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CATULUS 
What? Hercules? 
Who still believes in gods?... Nay, rather swear 
By thine own Julia, and we'll all believe thee. 


ADAM 
So be it, then... 
LLUCIFER 
Thine oath is well supported 
If, in the place of a false god thou puttest 
A goddess who, maybe, is just as falsc. 
But tell us, how to understand thine oath. 
Does it concern her beauty, or thy love, 
Or her fidelity to thee, her lover? 


CATULUS 
The charm of love fades fast; and, did it not, 
What now delights thee would grow stale to-morrow. 
A woman of less grace will ravish thee 
With the allure of something that seems new! 


ADAM 


I swore by her fidelity. For who 
Has squander’d more upon his love than I? 


HIpPIA 


O, innocence! Wilt thou be really able 
To hug and to caress her endlessly? 
And, even if thou wert, thou who dost yearn 
Insatiably for pleasure and grow worried 
Because, in every woman, thou can’st find 
Only a scrap of the delight thou’dst know ; 
While the ideal joy and beauty ever 
Evade thee, though it ever floats before thee — 
How dost thou know that some caprice, or dream, 
May not some day beguile her from thy side? 
Perhaps — a gladiator’s shatter’d muscles ! 

ADAM 
True... true. And now enough of this, good Hippia | 
Why should lust lure us, ev’n as Tantalus, 
If we have not the strength of Hercules 
And cannot, like a Proteus, change our forms ; 


While, after a long week of martyrdom, 
Some tortur’d captive can enjoy the rest 
Denied his master? ... Can our pleasure be 
A refreshing draught of water, to the weary, 
And death to him who plunges in the waves? 


LUCIFER 
Ah, what a wondrous ethical discussion 
To enhance the charm of woman and the wine-cup!... 
But what about thy wager? 


ADAM (to CATULUS) 


If I lose it, 
I'll give thee Julia. 
CATULUS 
And... should’st thou win? 
ADAM 
I'll win thy horse. 
CATULUS 


A month or so from now 
Thou'lt have thy love back... Or... she’ll grace my fish-pond ! 


LUCIFER (¢o JULIA) 


Look, Julia. Here’s a succulent, fat lamprey ! 
Fat it, for thou art doom’d to feed its fellows! 


EVE 
And will not slimy worms devour thee, too? 
Let him who lives be glad, while yet he may ; 
Or laugh, at least, if he can not be gay! 
(She drinks.) 


ADAM (fo his chosen GLADIATOR) 
Hey! .. Do thy best! 


CATULUS (to his GLADIATOR) 
Have at him bravely, fellow! 
(They feght. The GLADIATOR chosen by Catulus falls wounded 
and lifts his finger to appeal for mercy. ADAM 1s about to 
signify nis consent in the usual way, when CATULUS clutches 
his hand and with hts thumb, denies the appeal.) 

(to the vanquished GLADIATOR) 
Recipe ferrum... Coward!... I have slaves 
Enough without thee, and I am not greedy. 


64 


And who would grudge these fascinating ladies 
The thrill of this exciting interlude, 

Which makes their kisses sweeter? For desire 
Increases, when a little blood is shed ! 


(Meanwhile the victortous GLADIATOR has slain the 
vanquished athlete.) 


ADAM 


The horse is mine!... Come, Julia! Embrace me!... 
And take away that body... Ho, the dancers! 

Give us a taste of gracious comedy. 

We're sick of tragedy. 


(The body 1s removed. DANCERS enter and group themselves 
on the platform. Then they dance.) 
CATULUS 


My Cluvia ! 
Come near. I can not idly long look on 
When others kiss. 

LUCIFER 


And shall not we, too, Hippia, 
Now imitate the good example set us? 
But lick thy lips first, lest they should be poison’d... 
"Tis well... Now, sweetheart, we'll enjoy ourselves. 

ADAM (fo JULIA) 
Why does the heart within thee beat so madly? 
It will not let me rest beside thee, Julia ! 
LUCIFER 

Hark to this fool who still believes in hearts ! 


CaTuLus (to CLUVIA) 
My dear, thou see’st, thine is unrestrain’d. 
Thou canst do what thou wilt with it, so long 
As I know naught, and find hot kisses ready. 
CLUVIA 
Generous lover!... To thee I raise my cup! 
(They drink.) 
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CATULUS 
"Tis well, my Cluvia. But do not withdraw 
Thy tender arm and thy voluptuous breast... 
Behold... my wreath is slipping off my brow! 
(to the DANCERS) 


That movement in the dance was masterly ! 
Lascivious and withal so full of charm ! 


CLUVIA 

I’ll have to veil thine eyes if thou dost look 
To hers for what I try so hard to give thee, 
Without a word of thanks as my reward! 

(pointing to LUCIFER) 
Look, rather, at that cold and bitter visage. 
Why waste a lovely woman on a churl 
Who does not know what use to make of her, 
And lets her slumber while, with mocking smiles 
And probing eyes, he harps on idle nothings 
That are supposed to grace our intercourse ? 


CATULUS 
I ’faith, a face like that would cast a chill 
Upon the ecstasy of any board. 
He who resists the passing moment’s spell, 
And will not let himself be swept away, 
Is worth but httle, and should stay at home. 


HIPPIA 


Indeed, he fnghtens me! One would suppose 
The poor man had within him the fell germ 
Of the Black Death that rages in the city ! 


ADAM 
Away with gloom! We'll have a merry song! 
Which of ye kncews the happiest of them all? 
HIpPiIaA (stinging) 

Of wine and women, still, 

We never can have our fill! 

Ever new pleasure 

In wine we discover ! 

Though we reel in our cups and stagger, 
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Ah, 


Good wine will cheer our lives alway — 
Like sunny rays that gild a grave! 


Of wine and women, still, 

We ne'er can have our fill! 

Ever new treasure 

Each flame brings the lover ! 

Though our fingers we burn, and suffer, 
Our love will cheer our lives alway — 
Like sunny rays that gild a grave! 


CATULUS 
not so bad... Now, Cluvia, ’tis thy turn. 


CLUVIA (singing) 
In days of old, the world was mad. 
Lucretia, when a widow sad, 
Was ravish’d by a gallant man 
Whom from her bed she fail’d to ban! 
For love’s delight she did not lust — 
So in her breast a blade she thrust ! 


ALL 


Ah, thank the gods, the world’s grown wise! 

We thank them for the joys we prize! 
CLUVIA (singing) 

In days of old, the world was mad. 

Brutus from hearth and home would gad, 

With common soldiers cast his lot. 

He bared his sword. And all for what? 

To help the ragged folk who toil, 

He shed his blood on foreign soil! 


ALL 


Ah, thank the gods, the world’s grown wise! 

We thank them for the joys we prize! 
CLUVIA (singing) 

In days of old, the world was mad. 

A dread of ghosts ev’n heroes had. 

They swore by saints we scorn to-day, 

Their wits, you see, had gone a-stray. 
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The circus now they soon would see. 
We'd laugh when food for beasts they'd be. 


ALL 


Ah, thank the gods, the world’s grown wise ! 
We thank them for the joys we prize! 


LUCIFER 


Ah, Cluvia, Hippia is no match for thee. 
I would I were the author of that song. 


ADAM 


But why so sad and silent, Julia? 
Around us, all are revelling and gay. 
Does it displease thee to lie here beside me? 


EVE 
Oh, Sergiolus. 

Bear with me if my happiness is sober. 
Methinks our laughter oft does not ring true. 
Our rarest hours of bliss may be alloy’d 
With moments of unutterable woe. 
We feel that joy is but a fragile flow’r 
Foredoom'd to fade! 

ADAM 


Alas, I share thy mood. 


EvE 


Above all when I hear the sound of song. 

I do not listen te the empty words. 

The flood of music rocks me like a bark 
And lulls my senses with its lilting tones, 
Till I am wrapt in slumber, and hark back 
On airy wings, to the far distant past, 
When, shaded by the fronds of sunlit palms, 
I once was blameless as a little child, 

And all my soul I gladly would have giv'n 
To great and good and pure and noble deeds ! 
Forgive ine... It was all an idle dream! 
Again I kiss thee, and again I wake! 


ADAM 


Away with music and the dance! This flood 
Of everlasting sweetness palls upon me! 
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My heart’s a-thirst for something that is bitter ; 
For wormwood in my wine, stings on red lips, 
And stormy perils menacing my head ! 
(The DANCERS go off. Watlhng ts heard without.) 
What dreadful cry is boring through my brain? 


LUCIFER 


They're only crucifying a few madmen 
Who dreamt of Justice and Fraternity... 


CATULUS 


And rightly are they served. Why did the fools 
Not stay at home, be glad, forget the world, 
Instead of meddling with their brothers’ business? 


LUCIFER 


The poor would like the rich to be their brothers. 
Change parts with them... and you'd be crucified. 
CATULUS 
Oh, let us laugh at Poverty and Pow’, 
And even at the Plague that rages round us. 
A fig for all the godheads may decree! 
(More watling without.) 


ADAM (halj to himself) 

“The flood of music rocks me like a bark 

And lulls my senses with its lilting tones... 

And all my soul I gladly would have giv’n 

To great and good and pure and noble deeds !”’ 

Was it not that thou said’st, my Julia? 

EvE 
Ay ! 
(Meanwhile night has fallen. A funeral procession 1s seen 
passing the back of the hall, with tibias, torches, and female 
mourners. For a few moments dead silence reigns among 
the revellers.) 
LUCIFER (laughing aloud) 

As I perceive, our merry mood has gone! 
Is there no wine? Or has our wit grown dull? 
Can ev’'n your gloomy guest have had enough? 
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Have any of us here been gripp'd with fear 
Or had heart-searchings? 

ADAM (throwing his cup at LUCIFER) 

Say so, at thy peril! 
LUCIFER 
Well... I'll invite another guest to join us — 
Perchance he will revive our love of pleasure. 
(to the Attendants) 

Hey, menials! Bring us yonder traveller 
Whose flaring torches light him on his way! 
The least we owe him is a passing cup! 


(A body lying in an open bier is brought in by the Atten- 
dants and laid on the board. The mourners remain in the 
background. LUCIFER ratses his cup to the corpse.) 
LUCIFER 
A toast! Thy turn to-day, and mine to-morrow ! 

Hippia (to the corpse) 
Perhaps a kiss would please thee better ? 


LUCIFER (to HIPPtIA) 
Kiss him — 

And steal the obolus between his lips! 

Hippra (to LUCIFER) 
If I kiss thee, why should I not kiss him ? 
(She kisses the body. PETRUS the APOSTLE emerges from 

the mourners and enters the hall.) 
PETRUS 
Stand back! Stand back! It is the Plague ye breathe ! 
(All rise and recotl 1n horror.) 


ALL 
The Plague! Oh, horrible!... Away! Away ! 


PETRUS 


Oh, wretched and abominable creatures ! 

So long as fortune smiles on ye, like flies 

Ye laugh and flutter in the glowing sun, 
Defying God and trampling upon virtue ! 

But, when disaster stands without and knocks, 
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When God’s almighty hand ye see outstretch’d, 

Ye crawl like cowards in your dark despair ! 

Do ye not feel the wrath of Heaven on high 

That threatens ye? Look round ye, and ye see 

The dying city, the barbaric hordes 

That tread at will upon your golden crops ? 

Order is banish’d, no one now commands, 

No one obeys. Pillage and murder stalk 

With shameless heads amid your peaceful homes ; 

And, in their wake, come pallid care and fear, 

While Heav’n and Earth give neither ruth nor help! 

Have ye not sought in vain, with sensuous joys, 

To still the accents of that solemn voice 

Which, in the depths of your unheeding souls, 

Urges ye to aspire to nobler things ? 

What comfort do ye find now in your pleasures, 

That do but irk ye and disgust your hearts. 

Ye look around ye and, with quiv’ring lips, 

Behold the idols of your ancient gods ; 

Ye have lost faith in them — they are only stones! 
(The images of the gods fall and crumble into dust.) 

They have crumbled into dust, and never more 

New godheads from their wreck will rise to save ye! 

Look round again. What rages in the city 

And lays it waste more surely than the Plague: 

Thousands are leaving their luxurious pillows 

To join the throng of wild-eyed anchorites 

Who soon will flood the desolate Thebaid. 

They go in search of something that they hope 

Will stir their deaden’d senses with new thrills. 

Degenerate race! Ye soon will all have vanish’d 

From off the surface of a cleaner world! 


HIPpPIA (collapsing near the table) 
Ah! Woe is me! What agony!... I suffer! 


I sweat... and then... and then... the fires of Orcus ! 
Oh! ’Tis the Plague... the Plague!... Alas, I’m lost! 
Will no one here support me... no one... no one... 


Though I have giv’n ye all... so much... delight! 


LucIFER (to HIppia) 
Thy turn to-day, and mine, my dear, to-morrow! 


HIppPia 
Then kill me, lest my curse should light on thee! 


PETRUS (moving to Hippia) 
Nay, do not curse, my daughter, but forgive! 
I will support thee, and the God of Might, 
The God of everlasting, holy Love. 
Ascend to Him, as, with this water now 
(baptizing her with the water taken from a vessel on the table) 
I cleanse thee of thy sin and save thy soul! 

HIPPIA 
My father... Ah! My heart... grows light again!... 
(She dtes.) 


CaTULuS (suddenly and preparing to go) 


To-night... at once... I leave for the Thebdid... 
I’ve had my fill of this unholy world... 


CLUVIA 
A moment, Catulus... I’ll go with thee. 
(CLuv1A and CATULUS depart.) 


(ADAM, absorbed in thought, advances to the front. EVE 
follows him.) 


ADAM 
So thou art still here, Julia? What keeps thee 
Where death has put an end to what was pleasure ? 


EVE 


And should my place not alway be with thee? 
Ah, what nobility, my Sergiolus, 

Thou could’st have found here, in this soul of mine, 
Where thou hast sought for only passing joy! 


ADAM 

And thou in mine. How sad it should be so! 
To perish wretchedly, cut short at last, 
After long suff’ring. 

(kneeling and appealing to Heaven) 

O, if there be a God, 

Who cares for us, and orders all we do, 
Let Him create a new race, a new plan; 
One, to put health into our tainted blood, 
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And one, to open wide a loftier sphere 

For soaring souls... I feel that all our world 

Has been worn out, and that we lack the strength 
To re-create... O, God, wilt Thou not hear me! 


(A fiery Cross appears in the heavens. On the distant 
lulls one sees towns in flames. Half savage hordes are 
seen approaching. Distant hymning is heard.) 


PETRUS 


The Lord has heard thy pray’r! . . . Look round about thee. 
Ere long this worn-out Earth will be re-born! 
Those shaggy and barbarian warriors 

Who with their fiery brands burn stately cities, 
Who, as they ride, tread down the crops of ages, 
And stall their steeds in your deserted temples, 
Will put red blood into your shrunken veins. 
And they who in the circus yonder sing 

Their pious hymns, while tigers tear their flesh, 
Are bearing to ye new and mighty thoughts 

Of Brotherhood and Individual Freedom, 

Which soon will shake the pillars of the world ! 


ADAM 
Methinks my soul is set on nobler treasure 
Than luxury and ease and idle pleasure. 
To win it, drop by drop my blood I'd proffer 
And feel that life no greater joy could offer. 


PETRUS 
Then let thine aim be to exalt the Lord, 
In all thy work! Yet ev’ry man is free 
To make the most of what is best in him, 
If he but does what is ordain’'d by — Love. 


ADAM 
Up! Up! And on to fight with might and main 
For the new faith, to fashion a new world 
Whose flow’r shall be express’d in knightly valour, 
While, in its poetry, on many an altar, 
The ideal Woman we shall see enshrined ! 
(He hurries away, leaning on PETRUS.) 
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LuCIFER (watching ADAM) 
What fires thee, Adam, is impossible, 
Though worthy, I admit, of Man’s endeavour. 
It pleases God, because it points to Heaven. 
It suits the Devil, for thou’lt regret thy dream ! 
(He follows PETRUS and ADAM.) 


SCENE SEVEN. 


(Constantinople. A Market Place, with a few Citizens lolling 
about. In the Centre, the Patriarch’s Palace. On the right, a 
Convent. On the left, a Grove. ADAM, (1n the prime of man- 
hood, re-tncarnate az TANCRED), followed by other KNIGHTS, 
returning from the Crusade. Waving banners. Beating 
drums. LUCIFER (in the character of TANCRED’S SHIELD- 
BEARER). — Evening, later on, night.) 


First CITIZEN 


Here comes another troop of those barbarians ! 
It would be well to bar our doors and gates, 
Lest they should feel a lech to rob and plunder ! 


SECOND CITIZEN 


And hide your women folk. That rabble rout 
Does not despise the joys of the seraglio ! 


FIRST CITIZEN 
Our women know the rights that conqu'rors claim ! 


ADAM (to the CITIZENS) 
Nay, halt ! Why would ye flee from us in fear ? 
(pointing to the Cross on his shteld) 
Do ye not see this holy symbol here 
That binds us all as brethren to one end ? 
We bore the torch of Faith with us to Asia, 
To spread the light of Love among the heathen 
Where once our Lord was cradled, and redeem them. 
And have ye, then, among ye all, no love ? 


FIRST CITIZEN 
Oft have we heard fine words like those ere now; 
And then the fire-brands flared upon our roofs! 
(The CITIZENS disperse.) 
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ADAM (to the KNIGHTS) 
Behold !... There ye can see the accurséd fruit 
One must expect when base and blasphemous thieves 
Hold in their hands our high and holy banner, 
And, flattering the passions of the mob, 
Although superfluous, fight to be its leaders. 
Good knights! So long as our bright swords we wield 
In God’s high service, loyal and unstain’d, 
True to our honour, shielding womanhood, 
And faithful to the laws of chivalry, 
We shall be worthy to restrain that Monster, 
Perchance to lead it, ev’n against its will, 
To the accomplishment of noble deeds! 


LUCIFER 


Brave words! But, Tancred, if the mob should lose 
Its faith in thee and in thy right to lead it... ? 


ADAM 


Where the nght spirit burns will vict’ry be... 
And I could crush the mob. 


LUCIFER 
Yet... if its spirit 
Were stronger ?... Would’st thou stoop to it ? 


ADAM 
Why stoop ? 
Were it not far more noble to uplift it ? 
To shirk the fight because one’s friends are few, 
Would be as petty as to grudge those friends 
The chance of sharing the reward of triumph. 


LUCIFER 


See, see how small the great idea hath grown 

For which the martyrs in the Circus perish’d ! 
Is this the Liberation of Mankind ? 

Thy human Brotherhood is strange, indeed ! 


ADAM 


Ah, do not mock ! Think not that I ignore 

Our loftiest lesson. To obey it’s my aim. 

He who within him feels the spark divine ; 
And fights his way to us, we'll gladly welcome, 
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One gallant stroke may raise him to our Order. 
But we must guard our Order’s envied treasures 
Against the seething unrest that still threatens. 
If it would come, if the glad day would come, 
The day that will assure us our salvation, 
When ev'ry barrier will be swept away, 
And all be sanctified! But much I fear 
That day would never dawn, had the great work 
Not been begun by our dear Lord Himself!... 
My friends! Ye saw how we were welcom’d here ! 
We are ev’n as orphans in this rushing city. 
All we can do, then, is to pitch our camp 
In yonder grove, as we so oft have done, 
Among the pagans — till our fortune changes. 
Go now, and very soon I'll follow ye. 
Each knight of ye will answer for his men. 

(The CRUSADERS fitch their camp.) 


LucIFER (to ADAM) 


How sad it seems that all your high ideals 
Should bear no fruit except a precious apple, 
Rose-red without, but only dust within ! 


ADAM 
Hold ! Hast thou lost all faith in noble things? 
LUCIFER 
And, though I still believed, how would it help, 
If thine own people now do not believe ? 
This Knightly Order, which thou hast set up 
To be a beacon ‘mid the ocean waves, 
Will be extinguish’d, or fall into ruins, 
Become a rock, more menacing to travellers 
Than e’er was lighted. Everything that lives 
And spreads its blessings, in the end must die. 
The spirit flees ; the carrion corpse survives ; 
A dread miasma poisons the new world 
That rises round it. Ay, that’s all remains 
Of ancient glories! 
ADAM 
Till our Order falls, 
Its holy teachings may convert the Mob, 
And calm its unrest. 
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LUCIFER 

Ah, thy holy teachings ! 
Those teachings to ye all have been a curse, 
Since first ye stumbled into them — by chance. 
Ye twist and turn and point and polish them, 
Ye shape and sharpen them, until at last 
They seem quite mad, and bind ye hand and foot. 
Although your minds can grasp no thought exactly, 
Ye strive and strain for what can never be. 
And so your pride brings naught but harm to ye. 
This sword might but a hair’s breadth shorter be, 
Or longer. It would still fulfil its purpose. 
But we could wrangle on like this for ever — 
And what, exactly, is the point to stop at? 
Yet intuition shows thee soon enough 
Where that point lies... when some great change occurs. 
But why go on? Talk only wearies me. 
Use thine own eyes, and see what thou wilt see ! 


(A few CITIZENS re-enter.) 


ApaAM (to the CITIZENS) 


My friends ! My men are tired. They beg for shelter. 
Surely this Capital of Christendom 
Will not deny them that ? 


THIRD CITIZEN 
The question is — 
Are ye not heretics, and worse than heathen ? 


FOURTH CITIZEN 


Speak out. In what do ye believe — in Homousion, 
Or in Homoiusion ? 
ADAM 


I do not 
Understand thee. 


LuUCIFER (to ADAM) 
Do not admit the fact! 
Here that means all! 


FOURTH GITIZEN 
He stumbles! Heretic ! 
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SEVERAL CITIZENS 
Away! Let us take refuge in our houses. 
Accurs*d be the man who gives them shelter ! 
(They scatter and withdraw.) 
(The PATRIARCH, in princely pomp and state, enters from 
his Palace, attended by a glittering retinue, and followed by 
a number of Monks, including chained HERETICS. Behind 
these come SOLDIERS and CITIZENS) 


ADAM (to LUCIFER) 
I am bewilder’d!... But what potentate 
Draws near with so much princely pomp and pride? 
LUCIFER 
The Patriarch, the heir of the Apostles. 


ADAM 
And those bare-footed, filthy fellows there, 
Who so malignantly escort their pris’ners, 
And ape humility ? 
LUCIFER 
Oh, they are monks... 
Cynics of Christendom. 
ADAM 
I never saw 
Their like in mine own mountainous domain. 
LUCIFER 
More thou lt see later. Leprosy, we know, 
Spreads slowly. But beware, lest thou offend them. 
For, being, as they are, the pink of virtue, 
They are implacable. 
ADAM 
Ah me, what virtue 
Can creatures such as they seem call their own ? 
LUCIFER 
Their virtue is self-torture, self-denial, 
Taught by the Master on the holy Cross. 
ADAM 


But, by that lesson, He redeemed the world ! 
Those renegades blaspheme against their God. 
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For they are rebels — who disdain His gifts. 
He who, to kill a gnat, resorts to arms 
Which he might bravely wield against a bear 
Must be a fool. 

LUCIFER 


But what if they mistake 
The gnat for some huge bear? Is’t not their right ? 
May they not, just to show how brave they are, 
Hurl down to Hell all who rejoice in life ? 


ADAM 


I see, like Thomas, but do not believe. 

I'll have a closer look at all these mummers. 
(He approaches the PATRIARCH.) 

Father! We fought to save the Holy Tomb. 

Yet, though we sorely stand in need of rest, 

The people in the town refuse us shelter. 

To thee, so mighty, I appeal for help! 


THE PATRIARCH 


My son, I have no time to spare for trifles. 

God's glory, and the People’s weal, compel me 

To judge a herd of wicked heretics 

Who, spreading poison, multiply lke weeds ; 

And, though we root them out with fire and sword, 
By Hell are still renew’d, and grow more strong. 

Ii ye be truly Soldiers of the Cross, 

Why do ye roam in search of Saracens? 

Here ye will find far, far more deadly foes. 

So up, and track them to their village homes ! 

Root out their women, white-hair’d men, and children ! 


ADAM 
Kill innocents? ...O, Father, can’st thou wish it? 


THE PATRIARCH 


The snake is innocent, in early youth, 
And when the venom of its fang is dry. 
But do ye spare it? 
ADAM 
Great mu.i ** the sin 
That can with such relentless wrath inilame 
The faith that teaches Love. 
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THE PATRIARCH 


My son, my son, 
He doth not love who spares the human body, 
But he who renders the rebellious soul, 
If need be, with the sword, or through the flames, 
To Him who said, ‘‘Not peace, but strife, I bring 
Unto the world !’’ These evil heretics 
Distort the mystery of the Trinity ! 
Homoiusion doctrines here they preach ; 
While Holy Church proclaims the Homousion dogma 
As the foundation of the true religion ! 


THE MONKS 
Death to them! Lo, the burning faggots wait ! 


ADAM (to the Monks) 
My friends, will ye not pardon ev’n one letter ? 
A worthier sacrifice ’twould be to die, 
Despising life, to regain the Holy Tomb! 

AN AGED HERETIC 
Ah, lead us not into temptation, Satan ! 
If God so wills, we'll perish for our faith ! 

A Monk 

Ah, dost thou dare to boast about thy faith ? 


THE AGED HERETIC 

Have we not, then, upon our side the Council 
Of Rimini, with others ? 

THE Monk 

Gone astray. 
But, at Nicaea, which is orthodox, 
And elsewhere, did they not uphold our view? 

THE AGED HERETIC 


Apostates ! In their pride and arrogance, 
‘They viec with us!... Where can ye show such Fathers 
As Arius and the two Eusebii ? 


THE MONK 
And where have ye an Athanasius ? 
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THE AGED HERETIC 
Where are your martyrs ° 


THE Monk 
We have more than ye! 


THE AGED HERETIC 

Ay, truly — bless¢d martyrs whom the Devil 
Hath dazzled, lured away, and sent to Hell! 

I tell ye, ye are that great Babylon, 

That Whore, of whom St. John himself foretold 
That it should vanish from the Earth forever ! 


THE Monk 


The Antichrist, the seven-headed Dragon, 
Are ye, of whom St. John did surely speak 
As rogues, impostors, and the Devil’s mates! 


THE AGED HERETIC 
Robbers and snakes! Voluptuaries! Gluttons!... 


THE PATRIARCH 


Away with them!... We have tarried here too long. 
In God’s high honour, lead them to the stake! 


THE AGED HERETIC 


‘In God’s high honour !’’. . . Well ’twas said, thou rascal ! 
In God’s high honour shall the victims burn ! 

Ye now are mighty, and can have your way ; 

But what ye do, the Lord in Heav’'n will judge! 
Already have your sinful days been number’d, 

And, of our blood, shall warriors new be born. 

For the Idea lives on, and yonder flames 

Will cast their light upon the coming ages 

Now, on, my friends, to die a glorious death ! 


THE HERETICS (singing in chorus) 

1. My God, my God, look upon me; why hast Thou 
forsaken me, and art so far from my health and from 
the words of my complaint? 

2. O, my God, I cry in the day-time, but Thou hearest 
not: and in the night-season also I take no rest. 

3. And Thou continuest holy. 

(Psalm XXII.) 
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THE MonKS (joining in the chorus) 
- Plead Thou my cause, O Lord, with them that strive 


q e 
with me: and fight Thou against them that fight 
against me. 

2. Lay hand upon the shield and buckler ; and stand 


up to help me. . 
3. Bring forth the spear, and stop the way against them 


that persecute me. 
(Psalm XXXV.) 
(Meanwhile the PATRIARCH and the processton move on. 
Some of the Monks, however, fall out of the ranks and mingle 
with the CRUSADERS in the camp. They have tracts in thetr 
hands.) 


LUCIFER (to ADAM) 


Why art thou silent ? What distresses thee ? 
Doth it impress thee as a tragedy ? 
Treat it as comedy. Ere long thou’lt laugh! 


ADAM 


Woe’s me! Nay, do not mock. Oh, can it be 
That men will welcome death so very lightly ? 
What can nobility and greatness mean ? 


LUCIFER 


That which to others, maybe, seems absurd. 

The two ideas are parted by a hair’s breadth. 

A voice hid in the heart’s the arbiter ; 

And the mysterious judge is — Sympathy, 

Which makes men gods, or kills them with a jest ! 


ADAM 
Why was I forced to view this wickedness ; 
To watch the trivial strife of learnéd men, 
And see what deadly poison skilful hands 
May press from the most rare and cheering blossom. 
A lovely flow’r did once delight mine eyes, 
In the fair dawn of our down-trodden faith. 
Who is the criminal that hath destroy’d it? 


LUCIFER 


That criminal is Victory itself, 
Which kills and quickens many clashing dreams. 
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‘Tis danger that unites ye breeds your martyrs, 
And makes men strong, like yonder heretics. 


ADAM 


Well then, methinks I’d fling away my sword, 
And wander back to my far northern home-land, 
Where, in the shadow of the virgin woods, 

Pure manly valour and simplicity 

Still brave the venom of these specious times — 
But for a secret voice that ever tells me 

I have been chosen to re-build this age! 


LUCIFER 


Idle ambition ! For no man can fight 

Against the spirit of the age that bore him. 

It is a stream, that drags one on, or drowns one: 
A man may swim with it, but can not stem it. 
Those whom the chronicles acclaim as great 

Were men who knew and understood their times, 
But never had engender’d new ideas. 

The dawn comes not because the cocks may crow — 
The cock crows at the dawning of the day. 

If but those martyrs who, in fetters, haste 

To death, surrounded by a mocking mob, 

Could only see one single step ahead, 

New notions they would find awaiting them ; 

And yet they die for what posterity 

Will swallow with the air that fills the streets!... 
No more of this. Why not look round thy camp? 
Why do those filthy friars prowl about ? 

What mischief are they plotting as they preach, 
And emphasize their meaning with mad gestures ? 
Come, let us listen. 


A Monk (offering his tracts to the GRUSADERS) 

Buy, ye heroes! Buy ! 

A lesson on the pieties of Penance ! 

"Twill be a guide to ye if ye should doubt. 

"Twill tell ye for how many weary years 

The murderer, the ravisher, the robber, 

The bearer of false witness, will be damn’d. 

‘Twill tell ye how, by paying twenty pieces, 
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A wealthy man will be let off one year ; 

And how a ransom of three solidi 

Will serve the purpose for those who are poor, 
While the sad sinner who is penniless 

May go scot-free for a few thousand lashes! 
Oh, buy this little precious book. Ah, buy it! 


SEVERAL CRUSADERS 
Give me one! Holy father, one for me! 


ADAM 
Ah, shameless traders, and more wretched buyers ! 
Out with thy sword and rid us of these hucksters ! 


LUCIFER (embarrassed) 
Forgive me. But that monk is an old friend — 
Nor do I think so ill of such as he. 
When God was first exalted to the skies, 
I was exalted, too, and shared His glory. 
But thou, meseems, hast lagg’d a bit behind ! 
(EVE enters, (re-incarnate as ISAURA), with her hand-marden, 
HELEN. They run to ADAM, uttering piercing cries, followed 
by a few GRUSADERS, who slink away on seeing ADAM.) 


EveE (appealing to ADAM, as she collapses) 
Help, hero! Help! 
ADAM (raising her) 
Fear nothing, noble lady. 


Here thou art safe. Lift up thy beauteous eyes!!.. 
Enchanting !... What can have distracted her ? 


HELEN (¢o ADAM) 
As we were sitting in our shady garden, 
At peace with nature, on our verdant lawn, 
We listen’d to the tender nightingale. 
Then, of a sudden, we beheld men’s eyes 
Aflame with passion, peering from a bush ; 
Spurr’d on by fear, we sought escape in flight, 
With four Crusaders, all in hot pursuit, 
Who would have caught us, had’st thou not been seen ! 


ADAM 
I do not know if I would have thee wake me 
And leave me lonely, like a fleeting vision ? 
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Ah, can a body be so kin to spirit, 
So rare and noble, so adorable ! 


LUCIFER 
“A body kin to spirit ?’’ Oh, what fate 
More merciless could overtake a lover 
Than the fulfilment of the phantasy 
That so transforms the face of his belovéd ? 
ADAM 
Somewhere, ere now, I surely must have known thee, 
And knelt with thee before the throne of God? 
LUCIFER (to ADAM) 
Nay, nay... I beg of thee... do not forget 
That love, though it may be a joy for two 
Is less amusing when reveal’d to three! 
ADAM 
She opes her eyes ! She smiles! ... Ah, Heav’n be prais’d ! 
EVE 
Sir knight, thou hast saved me... How can I repay thee ? 
ADAM 
Am I not more than paid by those dear words ? 


LuCIFER (to HELEN) 
A poor reward, and even that I miss ! 


HELEN (to LUCIFER) 
For what am I indebted unto thee ? 


LUCIFER 


And dost thou really think that noble knight 

Hath saved thee also ? Oh, what vanity ! 

When gallant knights save lovely damozels, 

To them their maids seem but as shield-bearers. 

HELEN 

And what do I gain? Either I am grateful, 

Whereby, again I court the averted danger ; 

Or, I’m ungrateful, and, in that case, lost. 

Those four Crusaders, though, were not ill-favour'd... 
ADAM (to EVE) 

Fair lady, where shall I conduct thee? Speak. 
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EVE 
Before us thou dost see the convent gates. 


ADAM 


The convent ? Tell me not that those grim doors 
Compel me to abandon all my hope? 
Give me a token, to tie upon this Cross, 
And, when I am called on to fulfil my task, 
It will recall a fondly cherish’d dream 
And lend me patience through the weary years, 
Until at last I win my recompense. 

EveE (giving him a black ribbon) 
Take, then, this ribbon. 

ApDAM (taking the ribbon) 
Ah, ‘tis black as night! 

Dear damozel! Give to me hope, not sorrow! 


EVE 


That is the only token I can give thee. 
Hope does not bloom within the convent walls. 


ADAM 


Nor love!... And yet, wherever thou could’st be, 
Surely there would be love as well, sweet lady ? 
Thy garb assures me... Thou'rt not yet a nun! 


EVE 


Ah, do not torture me with useless questions... 
For it distresses me to see thee sad. 


LUCIFER (to HELEN) 
And are those doors to close behind thee, too ? 


HELEN 
‘Twould seem so!... But the key’s not flung away yet ! 


LUCIFER 


How sad!...I could have shaped an elegy 
Out of thy touching tale. 


HELEN 
Begone, false creature ! 
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LUCIFER 
And why ? I could have rounded out the tale 
So well, by diving to restore that key ! 
HELEN 
I’d not have asked so much of thee. 


LUCIFER 
I’m going ! 
The horrid waves are eager to devour me! 
HELEN (calling him back) 


Come back ! Come back! Or I shall die of fright ! 
I’d rather leave the key outside my window! 


ADAM (to EVE) 
Tell me thy name, at least, I do entreat thee ; 
That I may keep thee alway in my pray’rs, 
And call down blessings on thee, though thou wilt 
Not let me share thy hapless fate with thee. 


EVE 


My name’s Isaura. What is thine, sir knight ? 
It is my duty, as a nun, to pray... 


ADAM 
They name me Tancred. 
EVE 


Tancred ! God attend thee! 


ADAM 


Isaura, wilt thou, then, so soon desert me, 
And make me curse the name that thou hast utter’d. 
To-night, for the first time, as we were parted ? 
Brief hath my moment been for ev’n a dream: 
And how shall I prolong its airy fabric 
If thou must be a mystery and no thread 
I am left to weave with? 

EVE 

Then, hear now my story. 
My father, too, fought for the Sepulchre, 
Until one night a yelling pagan host, 
With fire and sword, assail’d him in his camp. 
No hope was left. Then, to the Blesséd Virgin, 
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He vow’'d that, if he saw his home again, 
His daughter should to her be dedicate. 
When he return’d, to keep my father’s oath, 
I took the Sacrament. 
ADAM 
O, Mother Mary, — 

Blesséd embodiment of stainless love ! 
Did’st thou not turn thy face away in anger 
From that unholy and unnatural vow, 
Which put the blot of sin upon thy virtue, 
And turn’d Heav'n’s mercy to a wicked curse ? 

HELEN (to LUCIFER) 


And dost thou not desire to know my story ? 


LUCIFER 
I know it... Thou did’st love, and wast betray’d. 
Then thou did’st love again, and wast untrue. 
And, a third time, grown weary of thy lover, 
Would’st take a new guest to thine empty heart! 
HELEN 
How strange!... The Devil himself must be in thee ? 
And yet, I cannot think thou art so modest 
As to be sure my heart must now be empty... 
LUCIFER (to ADAM) 
Decide, sir knight ! Thou wilt not leave thy love ? 
And I’m unable to prevent my conquest ! 
ADAM (to EVE) 

Isaura ! Ev'ry word of thine’s a fang ! 
Ah, kiss me, and I shall not dread its poison ! 

EVE 
Sir knight, what dost thou ask ? Despite my vow ? 

ADAM 
But I am not forbidden still to love thee ? 

EVE 
Though fortune favours thee, can I forget ? 


Oh, Tancred, let me be, lest I should weaken. 
God go with thee! We’ll meet again in Heav’n! 
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ADAM 
God go with thee! This day I shall remember. 
(EVE goes into the convent.) 
HELEN (aside) 
Faint-hearted ! Must I make all the advances?... 


(to LUCIFER) 


The key will be outside my window-pane — 
Not in the sea... 
(She follows EvE 1nto the convent.) 


ADAM (coming to himself) 
Now let us go! 


LUCIFER 
Too late! 

Thy human race is really very mad. 
Either Man sees in Woman but the means 
Of gratifying low desire, and then, 
With brutal hands, he robs her tender face 
Of poetry, love’s chief and crowning grace, 
And, by his action, doth himself despoil ; 
Or, like a god, he sets her on an altar, 
And bleeds for her, or struggles uselessly, 
While her frustrated kisses all are wasted. 
Why can he never treat her as a woman, 
Who, as a woman, hath her sphere and place ? 
(Night has fallen. The moon rnses. ISAURA and HELEN 

appear at the convent window.) 


EVE 


How longingly he look’d at me; and how 
His gallant heart grew timorous and weak ! 
But virtue and my holy faith compel me 
To live and die here, as a sacrifice ! 


HELEN 


How mad and foolish does our sex appear ! 
Once she has cast away her prejudice, 

A woman rushes, wildly, after pleasure, 

Laughs self-respect to scorn, tears off the mask, 
And wallows, shameless, in the deepest mire ! 
Or else she trembles if she sees her shadow. 
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She lets her charm, neglected, fruitless fade, 
Robbing herself, and others, of delight ! 
Surely there is a middle way? Why faint 

At the bare thought of one or two adventures, 
From time to time a tender love affair, 
Discreet, of course? I fail to understand. 
For, after all, a woman’s not mere spirit ! 


EVE 


Helen, look down. Is he not standing yonder ? 
Can he have turn’d his back on us so lightly ? 
If only I could hear his voice again ? ! 


ADAM (to LUCIFER) 


Is she not standing at her window there, 
Waiting to take a parting glance at me? 
Could I once more but see her slender form! 
Isaura! Do not chide me if I linger ! 


EVE 
’Twere better for us both if thou did’st go. 
For parted hearts too quickly seek each other, 
And suffer anguish if again they part. 


ADAM 
Dost thou not fear to gaze upon the night 
Which, like a mighty heart, now thrills with love? 
That love from which we only have been banish’d ! 
What if its magic should bewitch us, too ? 


EVE 


There bves in me what seems a passing dream, 
Sent down to me on Earth, maybe, from Heav’n. 
And lovely songs come floating on the air — 
A myriad angels beam on me and smile, 

Like sisters, wafting kisses from the groves. 
Yet, Tancred, to us twain, they do not speak ! 


ADAM 


But why, oh, why ? Shall that wall master me? 
Can I, who have oft despoil’d the vanquish’d heathen, 
Not overcome so pitiful a barrier ? 
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LUCIFER 
Thou can’st not. For the Spirit of the Age 
Defends it, and defies thee. 
ADAM 
Ah, who says so? 


(The glare of the flames ascending from the stake lights up 
the background.) 


VOICES OF THE HERETICS (in the distance) 
21. Deliver my soul from the sword, my darling from the 
power of the dog. 
22. Save me from the lion’s mouth, for Thou hast heard 
me from the horns of the unicorns. 
23. I will declare Thy name unto my brethren, in the 
midst of the congregation I will praise Thee. 


EvE 
O, Lord, have mercy on their wretched souls ! 
ADAM (shuddering ) 


That dreadful song ! 
LUCIFER 


It is your wedding hymn ! 
ADAM 
And even so, for her I will dare all! 


VOICES OF THE MONKS (1 the distance) 

26. Let them be ashamed and brought to confusion 
together that rejoice in my hurt. 

27. Let them shout for joy and be glad that favour my 
righteous course, yea, let them say continually : Let 
the Lord be magnified, which hath pleasure in the 
prosperity of His servant. 

(As the above chorus begins, ADAM, who had reached the 

convent door, halts. A screech-owl on the convent tower hoots, 

WITCHES are seen flying through the air. Before the door, 

a SKELETON rises from the earth and threatens ADAM.) 


EVE (closing her window suddenly) 
Heav’n help us! 
THE SKELETON (fo ADAM) 
Do not near this sacred threshold ! 
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ADAM 
Who art thou, monster ? 


THE SKELETON 
I am he who'll be 
Beside ye ever, when ye fondly kiss! 


THE WitTcHEs (shrieking and laughing) 
Sweet ye sow, and sour ye reap ! 
From your nest-eggs, snakes will creep! 
Isaura, come, we call! 


ADAM 
What gruesome shapes ! 
Have ye been changed? ... Or is the change in me? 
I knew ye once when ye could charm and smile. 
Where is reality? And where the dream? 
Ye spectres steal the strength that nerv’d my hand! 


LUCIFER 


A happy chance restores these cherish’d friends, 
For whose companionship I long have sigh’d — 
The goodly sisterhood of witches fair, 

Who far out-do the nudest of the nymphs 

In utter und unblushing shamelessness ! 

Thee, too, I welcome, grim old comrade, Death, 
Who, with thy parody of chilly virtue, 

Dost make it loathsome to the earthly race. 
Had I but time, believe me, I’d delight 

To while away the hours with ye to-night ! 


(The WITCHES vantsh.) 


Up, Tancred, up! Though she you love has slamm’d 
Her window ’gainst us, need we stand without ? 
The wind is cold to-night: thou'lt have the gout! 
Helen will soon be here. What shall I do? 

The Devil was not meant to bill and coo — 
He'd be a by-word to the world for ever, 

And sacrifice the pow’r which is his pride. 

How wondrously doth Man, his soul aflame, 
Entreat and beg and waste away for love! 

All that he gets for it is misery. 

The Devil himself from love is scarcely free! 
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ADAM 
Ah, lead me, Lucifer, to other fields. 
I went to war to fight for holy things ; 
And found them curs’d by false interpretations. 
To honour God, Man crucified Mankind. 
He had sunk too low to realize my dream. 
I strove to lend nobility to life, 
And Man defiled it with the brand of sin. 
I invented Chivalry, and yet ’twas this 
That plunged a dagger into my poor heart ! 
Let us bagone, and seek for a new world. 
I have shown enough to prove what I am worth 
By fighting bravely and denying self. 
I need not blush, if I forsake the field: 
Naught here seems left to fire me — from now on 
The world may go its way — no longer I 
Will meddle with the wheels. I'll watch them blunder. 
Ah, I am weary. And I long for rest! 


LUCIFER 


Rest, then! And yet it will amaze me much 
If thy too eager and untrammell’d soul 
Will let thee rest. Well, Adam, follow me! 


SCENE EIGHT. 


(Prague. The Garden of the Imperial Palace. On the Right, 
an Arbour. On the Left, the tower of an Observatory, before 
which ts a spactous balcony, with KEPLER’s writing-desk, 
chair and astronomical instruments. LUCIFER (in the cha- 
vacter of KEPLER’s Famulus) 1s on the balcony. In the Gar- 
den, groups of COURTIERS, male and female, are strolling. 
Among them is EVE (re-tncarnate as BARBARA, KEPLER’S 
wife). The EMPEROR RUDOLPH stands absorbed in talk 
with ADAM (re-incarnate as KEPLER). In the background 
ts a flaming funeral pyre, for heretics. Evening. Later on, 
night. Two COURTIERS cross in the foreground.) 


FIRST COURTIER 


Another fire. For whom hath it been lighted — 
A heretic — or a witch? 
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SECOND COURTIER 
I cannot say. 
Tis not the fashion nowadays to worry. 
Only the rabble’s seen now near the stake. 
And even to the mob it gives no joy. 
It merely watches, silently, and mutters. 


First COURTIER 


In my time, little things like this were functions 
Attended by the Court and all the nobles. 
Ah, how the good old days I knew have changed ! 


LUCIFER (sol.) 


On such a chilly night, fires do one good. 
That flame, indeed, has kept me warm some time. 
I fear, though, that ere long it will die out — 
Not because anyone will smother it, 
Or look at it from a new point of view; 
But — in this careless age of ours there's no one 
Who'd throw another log upon the embers. 
So I may freeze... The loftiest thought’s dragg’d down 
And peters out at last unmeaningly. 
(He goes into the Tower.) 


RUDOLPH (fo KEPLER) 


Cast for me, Kepler, now my horoscope ! 

Last night I had a dream that frighten’d me. 

In what conjunction is my ruling star ? 

Some nights ago, there follow’d in its train 

A threat’ning omen — near the Serpent’s Head! 


ADAM 
What thou hast order’d, Master, shall be done. 


RUDOLPH 


When the climacteric period is ended, 

We will take up again the mighty task 

That, on an earlier day, we fail’d to finish. 

I have again scann’d Hermes Trismegistos, 
Synesius, Albertus, Paracelsus, 

The Key of Solomon, and other works, 

And now I see the point at which we blunder’d. 
As we were heating the Grey-bearded King, 
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The Raven and the Lion both appear’d. 

Soon after them gleam’d duplex Mercury, 

Under the influence of those two planets, 

Which caused the world-wise Salt of Ores to sink. 
And so we could not have the Humid Fire 

And the Dry Water, with their holy wedding : 
Which would, as a result, have pour’d the flood 
Of Youth into the veins of those who’re old — 
And changed grey metal into yellow gold. 


ADAM 
I see, Your Majesty. 
RUDOLPH 
And one word more. 
An evil rumour runs throughout the Court. 
They say thou dost incline to the new doctrine, 
And pickest holes in dogmas of the Church. 
This at the very moment when thy mother 
Is lying in a gaol, accus’d of witchcraft. 
Thou, also, art regarded with suspicion, 
For thy persistent and untiring efforts 
To bring about her quick deliverance. 


ADAM 
Your Majesty! But am I not her son? 


RUDOLPH 

The Holy Church, my friend, is thy true mother. 
Leave the world as it is — all’s well enough — 
And do not vainly seek to make it better. 
Have I not lavish’d favours on thy head? 
Thy father was a publican, remember ! 
Yet, thanks to me, thou’rt recognized as noble — 
Although it cost me not a little trouble. 
I have rais’d thee to a place quite near my throne ; 
Which help’d thee much to win fair Barbara’s hand. 
So, once again I say, my son, be careful ! 
(ADAM stands on the steps of the throne, deep in thought. 

Two COURTIERS move down to the front.) 


THIRD COURTIER 
See! The astrologer again is brooding ! 
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FouRTH COURTIER 
The luckless man is never quite at ease. 
Strive as he will, he feels he is out of place — 
The peasant in him will assert himself! 


THIRD COURTIER 


He cannot understand that a true knight, 

Who honours woman as he would a goddess, 

Should be prepared to shed his blood for her 

If slander ever should assail her virtue — 

He looks with doubt on what is really worship ! 

(EVE, (now BARBARA) with another group oj COURTIERS, 
goins the THIRD and FOURTH COURTIERS. She taps the 
SECOND COURTIER, with her fan, playfully on the shoulder.) 


EvE (to SECOND COURTIER) 
Ah, spare me, merry knight, have mercy on me, 
I beg of thee... or I shall die of laughter ! 
Look at these gentlemen. How grave they seem! 
Can the abhorrent innovating spirit 
Have cast its shadow over you as well? 
Then leave me, sir. I cannot bear the sight 
Of people with such sad and bitter minds 
That they must envy us this fair, bright world 
And dream they will replace it with another ! 


THIRD GOURTIER 
The charge does not affect us, gracious lady. 
In such society, who could want more? 

FIRST COURTIER (seeing ADAM) 
Yet, over there, unless I much mistake, 
Ye see a man whose face spells discontent ! 
EVE 

My husband? Poor dear man!... My friends, I pray you 
Tc spare him such a dreadful accusation, 
When I am bound to him by holy bonds!... 
But he is ill. I fear, ah, very ill. 

SECOND COURTIER 


And can these lovely eyes have caus’d his sickness? 
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THIRD COURTIER 


Can he have dared to do what none had dared — 
To offend thee by a fleeting jealous thought ? 
Oh, could I only act as thy true knight, 
And hurl my glove in his suspicious face! 
(They join ApAM.) — (To ADAM) 
Ah, master! This is a most timely meeting, 
I am about to leave for my estate, 
I’d like to know what weather lies before us? 


FIRST COURTIER 
And I should love to know if my young son 
Was born, last mid-night, ‘neath a happy star. 
ADAM 
At dawn, I will content ye both, good sirs. 
FouRTH COURTIER 
The people are departing. Shall we go? 
THIRD COURTIER (to EVE) 
We have reached the stairway. So, good-night, dear lady ! 
(whispering ) 
An hour from now... 
EVE (whispering) 
There... yonder... in the arbour! 
(aloud) 
Fair sirs, good-night ! Let us go in, Johannes. 
(All go off. ADAM and EVE re-appear, on the balcony. ADAM 
sits on an arm-chair. EVE stands in front of him. The 
darkness grows deeper.) 


EVE 

Johannes. I need money very badly. 
ADAM 

I have no more. You have had all I own. 

EVE 
And am I always to be left in want? 
The ladies of the Court are dressed like peacocks — 
They put me to the blush — I fear to face them. 
Upon my word, when this or that gay courtier 
Approaches me and whispers in my ear 
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That I am like a queen among them all, 
I feel ashamed for thee, who let’st the queen 
Appear so shabbily array’d at Court. 


ADAM 

Do I not sweat and toil, by day and night, 
And shamefully betray for thee my science? 
I lower it by casting horoscopes, 
And making vain predictions of the weather, 
I hide the truth that shines within my soul, 
And I proclaim what well I know is false. 
I blush to think that I am far, far worse 
Than ev’n the Sybils, who at least believed 
In what they prophesied. For I, alas, 
Do not believe — and this I do for thee! 
And what becomes of my ill-gotten gains? 
Nothing whatever do I need on earth 
Save the dark night, aflame with glitt’ring stars, 
And the mysterious music of the spheres. 
All else is thine, and bear in mind, I pray, 
That oft the Emp’ror’s treasury is empty, 
And only now and then responds to me. 
All I may get when morning comes, again 
Will go to thee. I grieve to find thee thankless. 

EvE (weeping) 
So thou dost blame me for thy sacrifices ! 
And did I make no sacrifice for thee 
When I, the daughter of a noble house, 
Ailied myself with one of doubtful rank? 
And was’t not thanks to me that thou did’st rise 
To higher things? Ungrateful! Dost deny it? 


ADAM 
Are knowledge ... genius... then, of doubtful rank ? 
Can there be any question of the ray 
That Heaven hath sent to shine about my brow? 
What is nobility without that light? 
The thing thou callest by that name, methinks, 
Is but a crumbling and half-soulless idol. 
Oh, woman, if thou could’st but understand me! 
If but thy soul were close akin to mine, 
As, when I first embraced thee, I believed, 
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Thou would’st set all thy pride in me, and ne’er 
Would’st look for happiness except in me! 

Nor would’st thou waste the sum of all thy sweetness 
Upon the outer world, and keep the bitter, 

Only the bitter, for thy hearth and home. 

Ah, I have lov’d thee, wife, unspeakably ! 

I love thee still, although a bitter sting 

Hath spoilt the honey sweet that’s in my heart. 
It pains me when J] think how very noble 

Thy mind might be, if thou would’st be a woman ! 
Alas, thine evil fate hath ruin’d thee. 

Yet woman might to-day still be an idol, 

As in the olden time of Chivalry, 

And held in honour, even as a goddess. 

But men had faith in woman, long ago. 

It was a glorious age. Now faith has fled. 

The times are petty, and the puppet-gods 

To whom men bow conceal no more than sin! 

I could release thee, and tear out my heart ; 
Though it should torture me, I might find peace. 
Thou, too, if rid of me, might be more happy. 

But, there again, authority forbids : 

We must respect the rule of Holy Church — 
And bear our ills with patience, till death parts us! 


(He buries his face in his hands. EvE, touched by hts sorrow, 
strokes his head.) 


EVE 


Come, come, Johannes! Do not be so sad. 

Even if, now and then, I speak too freely, 

I never wished to cause thee grief or pain. 

Ah, me! The Court is so bewildering, 

The ladies are so haughty and disdainful — 

And how can I defy their moods and whims? 

But thou wilt not bear any grudge against me? 

Good night !... And bring the money in the morning ! 


(She descends the steps leading to the garden.) 


ApaM (sol.) 


How wondrously in woman do we find 
The base and noble mingled — gall and honey ! 
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Yet, why does she still charm us? It may be 
Because we know what's good in her’s her own — 
The evil’s of the age that gave her birth! 

Ho, famulus ! 


(LUCIFER enters with a lamp, which he places on the table.) 


LUCIFER 
What is your pleasure, Master? 


ADAM 
I need some horoscopes and weather forecasts. 
Make a few more for me, without delay. 
LUCIFER 


Of course they must be very bright and glowing? 
Who would pay handsomely for naked truth? 


ADAM 
But not so glowing as to seem absurd... 


LUCIFER 
x doubt if I could forecast any future 
That would be too auspicious for a parent. 
Does not each new-born babe seem a Messiah, 
A shining star, to evry family, 
Though he may grow into the usual rascal? 
(Meanwhile, EVE has reached the arbour. The THIRD CourR- 
TIER jowms her.) 


THIRD COURTIER 
Ah, cruel one! How long I have had to languish ! 


EVE 


Is it too great a sacrifice for thee 

To face the chilly breezes of the night, 

While I betray my good and noble spouse 

And brave the wrath of Heav’n and my own world, 
Just to oblige thee and be kind, sir knight? 


THIRD GOURTIER 


Ah, neither heav’nly wrath, nor worldly scorn 
Gan pierce the darkness of this secret bow’r ! 
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ADAM (dreamily) 


I had hoped to see an age when none would struggle, 
In which the daily round of social order, 

The sacrosanct conventions of the past, 

Would trouble no one, and at last I’d rest, 

While, with a careless smile upon my face, 

I’d watch the healing of my many wounds... 
That age had come. But what doth it avail me, 
If, in my breast, I feel the tortur’d soul 

That Heav’n hath handed down to foolish Man, 
The soul that may not rest and still must strive, 
And still would fight new fights with slothful pleasure? 


(¢o0 LUCIFER) 


Ho, famulus, some wine! The cold is freezing. 

A chilly world we live in — I must warm it. 

One needs some glow in this too trivial age 

To save us from the dead’ning slight of earth. 

(LUCIFER brings him wine. ADAM sips tt continuously till 
the end of the Scene comes.) 

Ah, open to me wide, ye boundless skies, 

Your holy and mysterious Book, I pray ! 

If I could only penetrate your secrets, 

I should forget the times and all around me. 

Ye are eternal! All besides will fade: 

Ye make one seem sublime... where all debases ! 


THIRD COURTIER (to EVE) 


Oh, Barbara! If thou would’st but be mine! 

If God would only call away thy spouse, 

He’d grasp the meaning of those lofty heav’ns 
For which, throughout his life, alone he has toil’d ! 


EVE 
Be silent, sir! I pitied him so deeply, 
That, while I wept, I had no kiss for thee! 


THIRD COURTIER 
Thou’rt jesting ! 
EVE 
Nay, believe me, I’m in earnest ! 


101 


THIRD COURTIER 
How can one fathom thy bewild’ring moods? 
Barbara, hast thou, then, no love for me? 
Ah, tell me... if I were poor and ‘neath a ban, 
What would’st thou sacrifice for me, thy lover? 


EVE 
Indeed, just now ‘tis hard to answer thee. 


ADAM 


Oh, shall we never, never see the day 

When all this cold faint-heartedness will melt ; 

When Man, renew’d, will face the worn-out past, 

And rise to judge, and punish, and uplift us; 

(He rises and moves, unsteadtly, to the edge of the balcony.) 
And dare to use the means to his great end — 

Nor dread to utter the still hidden word 

That, like a resistless avalanche, will roll 

As fate may bid, although it crush the speaker ! 


(The strains of the ‘‘Marsetllaise’ are heard.) 
I hear, I hear, the anthem of the Future! 


I have found the word, the mighty talisman, 
That will restore the youth of this old Earth ! 


SCENE NINE. 


(The scene changes suddenly, to the Place de Gréve, Paris. 
The Balcony becomes a Scaffold, while a Guillotine replaces 
KEPLER's writing-table. Near it stands LUCIFER (in the 
character of the EXECUTIONER). ADAM (re-tncarnate as 
DANTON) ts sheaking, from the edge of the Scaffold, to a 
surging Mos. A detachment of ragged RECRUITS enters, witha 
flourish of trumpets, and forms in line round the Scaffold. 
Bright daylight.) 


ADAM (as if continuing KEPLER’s speech) 
Ay, Liberty, Equality, Fraternity ! 


THE Mos 
And death to all who do not bow to them! 
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ADAM 
So say I also. With two stirring slogans 
We'll save our great Ideal from destruction. 
One we need but to cry to all good people — 
“The Fatherland’s in danger !’’ — and they waken. 
The other we have but to shout at traitors, 
’Tis ‘‘Tremble !’’. At that word they are crush’d to dust. 
The tyrant Kings have tak'n up arms against us, 
And we have hurl’d at them our ruler’s head! 
The Priests have risen — we have snatch’d away 
Their lightnings from their hands, and have restored 
Pure reason, long down-trodden, to her throne! 
But the appeal to worthy citizens 
Has not been wasted on their patriot ears. 
Already eleven armies line our frontiers 
And hosts of youthful warriors still are rushing 
To fill the places of the heroic dead ! 
Who says that the mad lust for human blood 
Ere long will decimate the Fatherland ? 
When ore is fired, the baser dross is fused — 
The nobler metal still intact remains. 
And even if men call us blood-thirsty, 
Or look upon us fearfully as monsters, 
What matter if the Nation’s great and free? 


THE RECRUITS 
To arms! To arms! And let us have a leader ! 


ADAM 

Well said! Well said! Ye ask for naught but arms, 
Although so many other things ye lack. 
Your garments are in rags — your feet are bare — 
But with your bayonets ye can win all... 
And win ye will. The People none can vanquish ! 
Not long ago ye saw one of our Gen’rals 
Shedding his life-blood on the scaffold here 
To expiate his defeat. 

THE Mos 

Ay, ay, the traitor! 


ADAM 
Again, well spoken!... For the People knows 
No treasure but the blood it lavishes 
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To pay the debt it owes the Fatherland ! 
And he who, being master of that treasure, 
May fail to conquer the whole world in arms 
Must be a traitor! 
(An OFFICER steps out of the ranks of the RECRUITS.) 
THE OFFICER 
Citizen ! Do but put me in his place. 
And thou shalt see how I’ll wash out his shame! 
ADAM 
My friend, thy self-assurance does thee credit. 
But, to convince us that thou’lt keep thy word, 
Thou’'lt have to prove thy prowess in the field. 
THE OFFICER 
The pledge I offer dwells within my soul. 
And, as another pledge, I have a head 
Which may be worth more than the one that’s fallen ! 
ADAM 
And who will vouch for thy return in triumph ? 
THE OFFICER 
Is there a better voucher than myself 
Who do not care a straw for my poor life? 
ADAM 
Youth very rarely values life so lightly ! 
THE OFFICER 
Yet, citizen, again I make my offer. 
ADAM 
Be patient, and maybe thou'lt reach thy goal. 
THE OFFICER 


I see thou dost not trust me! Citizen ! 
Now thou wilt learn to think of me more highly ! 


(He shoots himself.) 


ADAM 
Ah, me! The pity of it ! He deserv’d 
A foeman’s bullet. Bear away his body ! 
And now, my friends, till next we meet — victorious! 
(The REcRuITS march off.) 
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Could I, oh, could I but have shared his fate! 
But I was born for battle — not for glory. 
Not death with honour, in the field, I’ll find; 
I'll be the victim of some treacherous foe 
Who lies in wait for me and for my country! 


THE Mos 
If thou wilt but denounce him, he shall die! 


ADAM 
Those whom I could denounce are dead already ! 


THE Mos 
What of the suspects? ... Those who arouse suspicion 
Are guilty, too! For they have all been branded 
As traitors, by the unerring People’s instinct ! 
Death to the aristos! Away with them! 
On to the casemates! There they shall be judg’d! 
The People’s law is sacred and supreme ! 


(The Mos moves in the direction of the prisons.) 


ADAM 
The danger is not there... The locks are strong. 
The poisonous air, which deadens mind and muscle, 
Is your ally !... We'll leave them where they are! 
Treason, with haughty head, derides us all, 
And threatens us where the Convention sits ! 


THE Mos 


To the Convention, then! ’Tis none too pure! 

To the Convention... later on we'll go! 

But first ... to get our hands in... to the prisons! 
And do thou, Danton, meanwhile make the list 

Of all the traitors ! 


(The Mos rushes off, excitedly. Meanwhile a few SANS- 

CULOTTES have dragged a young MARQUIS and EVE (re- 

incarnate as the sister of the MarRQuis), to the foot of the 
Scaffold.) 


A SANS-CULOTTE 


Lo! We bring thee here 
Two more young sprigs of aristocracy ! 
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Their haughty air, their dress and fine white linen, 

Are proof enough that both of them are guilty ! 
ADAM . 

A noble pair, indeed ! Come nearer to me. 


THE SANS-CULOTTE 


Well, let’s be on our way, to join our comrades, 
Where there is work for us, and death for traitors ! 


(The SANS-CULOTTES go off with the rest of the Mos, and 
the two young Aristocrats move nearer to ADAM. A few 
Guards linger near the Scaffold.) 


ADAM (to the young people) 
I do not understand what draws me to you. 
But I will save you, though I risk my head. 

THE MARQUIS 
No, Danton!... If we both are criminals, 
By shielding us, thou would’st betray the Nation. 
If we are innocent, we scorn thy favour. 
ADAM 

And who art thou, that dares talk thus to Danton ? 


THE MARQUIS 
I am a Marquis. 
ADAM 
Ah, hast thou not heard 
That here no title’s known but ‘‘Citizen”’ ? 
THE MARguIs 
I did not know my King had abolish’d titles. 


ADAM 
Unhappy youth! No more. Thou hast said enough ! 
In our brave armies a career’s before thee. 
THE MARQUIS 
I have not the King’s permission, citizen, 
To seek enlistment in a hostile army. 


ADAM 
Then die! 
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THE MARQUIS 
I shall not be the first of us 
Who will have shed his blood to serve the King. 
ADAM 
Why wilt thou rush so blindly to thy death? 


THE MARQUIS 
And dost thou think that common folk alone 
Possess the glorious privilege I claim ? 

ADAM 

Dost thou defy me? Well, I'll copy thee! 
We'll see whose will is stronger. I will save thee, 
Ev’n in thine own despite. And, for that deed, 
Perchance my future shall be all the happier — 
Untroubled by the hate of clashing classes. 

(To the GUARDS) 
National Guards! Conduct him to my house! 
There ye will answer for my prisoner ! 

(Some of the GuarRDS lead the MARQUIS away.) 
EvE (to the Margulis) 

Brother, stand fast ! 


THE MARQUIS (as he goes) 
Sister, may God be with thee ! 
EvE (fo ADAM) 
Here is a head, no worse than that of Roland! 


ADAM 
Why such hard words from lips that seem so tender ? 


EVE 
Soft speeches ill befit one on the scaffold! 


ADAM 


This threat’ning scaffold is to me my world. 
As thou did’st near it, Heav’n came down to me 
And I was shelter’d in its holiness ! 


EVE 
The victim on her way to sacrifice 
Is spared from mockery by the cruel priests. 


ADAM 


I only shall be sacrificed, believe me. 

And, though my fellows envy me my powr, 
With no delight, despising life and death, 

I gaze upon my throne, and count the heads 
Which fall from it, beside me, day by day, 
And wait, and wait, until my turn shall come! 
Amid this bloodshed I am doom’d to bear 

My loneliness and sigh for healing love. 

Oh, woman! If thou could’st, but for one day, 
Enable me to learn that heav’nly science, 
I’d face the knife, unfalt’ring, on the morrow! 


EVE 


Thou still can’st long for love in this dread world? . 
Does not thy conscience ever, then, dismay thee ? 


ADAM 


Conscience ? The work-a-day world may enjoy 
That privilege. But he whom Fate pursues 

Has little time for watching what’s around him. 
When hast thou known a storm to slow its way 
Because a rose implor’d it to delay ? 

And who would be so rash as to condemn 

The man who labours in the People’s eye ? 

Who sees the strings that, on the stage of life, 
Control a Catalina, or a Brutus ? 

Or dost thou think that, when he conquers fame, 
A man can cease at once to be a man, 

And rise above the trivial things of Earth, 
Superior to a thousand little ties, 

Indiff’rent to the daily cares of men? 

Ah, ’tis not true. The heart beats ev’n on thrones. 
And Caesar, if he had a paramour, 

Was known to her, maybe, as a good fellow ; 

Not for a moment as the potentate 

At whose approach the world bow'd down and trembled ! 
So tell me why, ah, why thou could’st not love me? 
Art thou not womanly, as J am manlike? 

They say the human heart must love, or hate, 

As it is born into the world to do. 
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I feel my heart is close akin to thine. 
Wilt thou be deaf, dear maid, to my appeal ? 


EVE 


And should I hear ? What good could come of it ? 
Thy God is not the God my heart obeys. 
So we could never understand each other. 


ADAM 


Then why not throw away thy worn-out dreams ? 
Why sacrifice thyself to banish’d gods? 

Woman should worship only at an altar 

Which never ages, and ’tis call’d — the heart ! 


EVE 


Ev’n abandon’d altars have their martyrs. 
Oh, Danton! It is surely more sublime 

To shelter piously a ruin’d star 

Than to pay homage to the rising sun: 
And that devotion best befits a woman. 


ADAM 


No one has ever seen me sentimental ; 

And should or friend or foe now here behold 

The man whom Fate has whipp’d unceasingly, 
Like a mad whirlwind, to cleanse this vile world, 
Ling’ring upon the Scaffold for the love 

Of a young girl, his eyes bedimm’d by tears — 
He'd prophesy that Danton’s fall was near, 
And laugh aloud, and cease to fear his powr. 
Yet still I beg thee for a ray of hope! 


EVE 


Beyond the grave, if thy repentant soul 
Shall cleanse itself of all its blood-stain’d dust... 
‘Perhaps... 

ADAM 


No more, no more, dear damozel ! 
I have no faith in life beyond the grave. 
And, hopeless now, I fight against my Fate ! 
(The Mos returns, in a ferocious mood, with blood-stained 
weapons and bleeding heads stuck on pikes. Some in the 
Surging crowd push their way to the Scaffold.) 


109 


THE Mos 
Justice is satisfied!... The haughty race! 


A SANS-CULOTTE (handing a ring to DANTON) 


This ring I offer to the Fatherland ! 
One of those vermin press’d it in my hand 
Just as he felt my knife against his throat ! 
The rascals seem to think that we are robbers ! 
(He sees EVE) 

What ? Thou art still alive? 

(drawing his knife) 

Then join thy fellows! 

(He stabs Eve, who falls off the back of the Scaffold.) 


ADAM (hiding his eyes) 
Ah, all is over!... Fate, who can defy thee! 


THE Mos 
To the Convention, citizens ! 


(to ADAM) 
Thou lt lead us ! 
Has thou set down the names of all the traitors ? 


(The Mos moves away from the Scaffold. — Eve, trans- 

formed, re-appears as a ragged and half-crazed WOMAN of 

the PEOPLE, with a dagger in one hand and a bleeding head 

an the other. She rushes to ADAM.) 

EVE 

Danton! Thou seest this conspirator ! 

He would have slain thee. I have murder’d him! 
ADAM 

If he was worthier of this place than I, 

Thou hast done wrong. If not — thou hast done right ! 
EVE 


My deed was right. And new for my reward ! 
Master, thou’lt have to spend a night with me! 


ADAM (aside) 
What pity can there be in such a breast ? 
What tender feeling can a tigress know? 
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EVE 


Why, one might fancy, citizen, that thou 

Wast tainted with the blue blood of the nobles! 
Or doth some fever make thee so romantic ? 
Thou art a man — I’m young and I’m a woman! 
Enthusiasm led me to my hero! 


ADAM (astde) 


I shudder! I must turn away mine eyes! 

This dread delusion is unbearable. 

So wondrous like she seems — as though an angel, 
Once dear, but fallen from her high estate, 

Had come to me from Hell to torture me. 

The self-same face, and form, and mode of speech — 
And yet, in every way, some little thing 

That cannot be described, I miss in her, 

And so she has become another being! 

She whom I sought was shielded by a halo — 
This one repels me, for she reeks of Hell ! 


EVE 
What art thou mutt’ring to thyself? 


ADAM 
Ah, woman, 


I cannot count upon as many nights 
As there are traitors in the Fatherland. 
THE Mos 


Then on to the Convention, and denounce them ! 
(Meanwhile ROBESPIERRE, SAINT-JUST, and other members 
of the Convention, have entered, with another Mos, and 
ascended a tribune that has been hurriedly constructed.) 
SAINT-J UST 
And how could he denounce them? He’s their head ! 
(The Mos murmurs loudly.) 
ADAM 
Dost dare, Saint-Just, to accuse me? Dost thou, then, 
Not know my strength ? 
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SAINT-J UST 
The People made thee strong. 
The People’s wise, though. It has found thee out, 
Twill ratify the doom of the Convention ! 
ADAM 
I know no judge above me but the People! 


And well I know the People is my friend ! 
(Renewed uproar in the Mos.) 


SAINT-J UST 
Thy friends are they who fight against the Nation 
The sov’reign People now shall be thy judge. 
Before the People, I proclaim thee traitor, 
Guilty of robbing the State treasury, 
Of sympathy with vile aristocrats, 
And efforts to promote the tyrants’ rule ! 


ADAM 

Beware, Saint-Just, lest with a word I crush thee! 
Thy charge is false! 

ROBESPIERRE 

Ah, do not let him speak ! 
Ye know his tongue is smoother than a snake. 
Arrest him, in the name of Liberty ! 

THE Mos 
No, we ll not hear him! No! He'll have to die! 
(The frenzied Mos surrounds and arrests ADAM.) 


ADAM (to the Mos) 

Then do not hear me! And I'll close my ears 
Against this base and wicked accusation — 
Words would be wasted. Deeds have not undone me. 
Robespierre, thou hast merely stol’n a march on me! 
No more than that. Thou hast no cause to boast ! 
I will lay down my arms... I have had enough. 
And now I summon thee, within three months, 
To follow me upon the road I tread! 

(to the EXECUTIONER) 
Headsman ! Outdo thyself! Thou’lt slay — a giant! 


(He bows his head beneath the guillotine.) 
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SCENE TEN. 


(The scene changes instantly to Prague, as in Scene Eight. 

ADAM, again in the character of KEPLER, stts at the Balcony, 

with his head bowed over his writing-table. LUCIFER, as his 

FAMULUS, stands near him, and taps on his shoulder. Dawn 
ts breaking.) 


LUCIFER 


This time there will not be an execution ! 


ADAM (ratsing hts head) 
Where am I? And where are my troubled dreams ? 


LUCIFER 


They have flown away. Again thou art sober, Master ! 


ADAM 


In this vile age, and in a heart grown old, 

Must all great things be born of drunkenness ? 
What wondrous sights have been to me reveal’d ! 
He must be blind who can ignore God’s light, 
Ev’n though ‘tis so be-dimmed by mire and blood ! 
How great, how glorious, were their crime and courage, 
And how amazing both did seem to be — 

For Strength had set its seal upon them both. 

Ah, why did I awake, if ‘twas to see 

More clearly all the squalor of the age, 

That hides its sins behind a smiling face, 

And owes its virtue but to force of habit ! 


LUCIFER 


Too well I know the pitiful depression 
The morrow brings, when much one has carous’d! 


Eve (tssuing from the arbour, addressing the THIRD 
COURTIER) 

Begone from me! My fear did not betray me! 

Thou’dst dare to have me be my husband’s murd’rer ! 

Dost think I could commit so foul a crime — 

I, whom thou falsely namest thine ideal ? 
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THE THIRD GOURTIER 


For pity’s sake, be calm, my best-belovéd, 
Or we'll be heard — and that would cause a scandal! 


ADAM 


Were those two women also only dreams? 

Or, should I say, one woman with two shapes, 

That come and go, as destiny may will, 

Like surging waves, that change from bright to dark ! 
EvE 

So! It is only scandal counts with thee? 

Of course a sin that’s secret does not matter 

To thee, a knight, whose name none should reproach! 

Thou and thy likes have made a mock of Woman 

Till she has flung away the old tradition 

Of chastity, as a mere prejudice. 

And then ye look, with a contemptuous smile, 

On woman as a tool of your own sin! 

Begone ! And never show thy face again ! 


THE THIRD COURTIER 
Exaggeration ! We shall both be laugh’d at 
If we grow solemn about such a matter. 
We shall meet just as usual, bill and coo, 
CGoquet and trifle, as we did before, 
And never breathe a word of what has happen’d. 
And now farewell, dear lady ! 
(He goes off.) 
EVE 
Ah, the rogue ! 
Well — here I am once more, all sins and tears! 
(She goes off.) 


ADAM 


Ay! It was all a dream. And now ’tis ended. 

Yet not quite ended. For Ideas are stronger 

Than vulgar Matter... That we can destroy 

By violence. But our Ideas live on. 

My own I see grow holier day by day, 

More pure and high, more starry-bright and strong, 
Until, at last, they over-run the world ! 
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LUCIFER 


The sun is rising, Master. Time for lessons ! 
Thy scholars wait impatiently without 
To glean a word or two of all thy wisdom. 


(He rings a bell in the Tower.) 


ADAM 


Ah, do not make a mock of my poor wisdom! 
' At times I blush, when people praise it so ! 


- 


LUCIFER 
And yet thou teachest many a worthy youth? 


ADAM 
I do not teach them. I can only train them 
By utt’ring words which are beyond their grasp, 
And meaningless, to do this thing, or that. 
The uninitiate stare at us with awe, 
And fancy that with words we call up spirits! 
Yet all is trickery, that merely cloaks 
The clever juggling of a conjuror! 
(.4 SCHOLAR enters hurriedly and ascends to the Balcony.) 


THE SCHOLAR 
Thou hast been good enough to send for me 
And promise to assuage my thirst for knowledge 
By letting me dig deeper into truth 
Than would be well or wise for other pupils. 


ADAM 

Ay, ay... Thy diligence hath been so great 
That it entitles thee to thy reward. 

THE SCHOLAR 
Behold me, Master. I’m a-thrill with longing 
To get at least a glimpse of Nature’s workshop — 
To fathom all, that all I may enjoy, 
And feel that I have earn’d the might to rule 
Over the worlds of Matter and of Mind! 


ADAM 


So high dost thou aspire? Thou, who art but 
An atom, would’st grasp all of Nature’s grandeur? 
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Thou would’st command, enjoy and be all-wise ? 
If that thou could’st attain, and not be crush’d 
Beneath thy burden, why, thou’dst be as God! 
Ask less, and maybe ’twill be granted thee ! 


THE SCHOLAR 


Reveal one secret thou hast learnt, then, Master — 
I'll be so much the wiser. For I feel 
That I have not yet fathom’d anything ! 


ADAM 

‘Tis well. I see that thou art not unworthy ; 
So I will lead thee to the Sanctuary, 
And show thee Truth as I myself behold it. 
But are we sure that no intruder listens? 
Truth is a danger, terrible and deadly, 
When ‘tis imparted to a world like this! 
The time will come — would it were here already — 
When Truth will be discuss’d in ev’ry street. 
But then — the People will have come of age! 
Thy hand upon it... thou wilt ne’er betray 
What thou shalt learn of me! 

(The SCHOLAR gives him his hand.) 

And now — thine ear! 


THE SCHOLAR 
I tremble with emotion and desire ! 


ADAM 
What did’st thou say, my son, a moment since? 


THE SCHOLAR 
That, in its essence, I had fathom’d nothing. 


ADAM (cautiously) 
Well, now, no more have I or any others. 
Philosophy can only poetize 
The thoughts which we, as yet, can scarce conceive. 
And it is still the most innocuous science : 
For it amuses itself peacefully 
Within its own domain of dreams and visions. 
But it has countless other rival comrades 
Who, with portentous faces, write in dust, 
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Calling this figure they may trace — a whirlpool, 
And giving that the name of sanctuary; 

Till one would laugh aloud, did one not see 

With what solemnity their tricks are treated. 

For while, with beating and contracted hearts, 

All would avoid those dust-drawn characters, 
Traps, here and there, are set to snare rash fools, 
And those who step in them are sorely wounded. 
Such senseless obstacles, my son, we meet 

Upon our way, as sanctimonious worship, 

To guard the pow’r that long has been entrench’d. 


THE SCHOLAR 
I understand. But will it always be so? 


ADAM 
Some day the People will deride it all. 
The statesmen whom we now regard as great, 
The orthodox ones whom we had admired, 
Posterity will look on as comedians, 
When greatness that is real will replace them — 
While natural and simple-minded folk 
Will leap, maybe, when they confront a ditch, 
But walk serenely on the open road ; 
And when the teachings which now lead to madness 
With their bewildering subtilities, 
Though none will study them, shall be made plain. 


THE SCHOLAR 


And was it with such clear and simple words 
That the Apostles alway spoke to men? 

Yet, if all else I must renounce as folly, 

Do not deprive me of my faith in Art. 

And, to learn that, one must submit to laws. 


ADAM 


Art, also, in its perfect form is found 
Where it conceals itself and is unseen. 


THE SCHOLAR 


Shall I seek naught, then, but the naked truth ? 
Ideals, surely, lend our work a soul! 
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ADAM 


"Tis true. They do put soul into one’s work, 

Allied with Nature, which has equal value, 

And ripen work into a great creation. 

Without a soul it is but a dead body. 

And do not fear that, with all thine ideals, 

Thou wilt do wrong to great and living Nature. 
But, as for rules, and models, let them be. 

He who is strong, if God within him dwells, 

Will be an orator, or carve, or sing, 

Or, when his soul aches, will express his anguish, 
Or smile in slumber, drunk with Art’s delight. 
And though his way be new, he'll reach his end — 
With his achievements, he will set new rules ; 

And they may hamper, though they’ll ne’er inspire, 
A pigmy race that worships mere abstractions. 


THE SCHOLAR 


Oh, Master, tell me, then, what I could do, 

I who have spent so many nights on Science ? 
Am I no more advanced than other blockheads 
Who toil and moil for knowledge, all in vain ? 


ADAM 


Not so, my son. For, thanks to all thy toil, 

Thou hast learn’d, at last, how little knowledge means. 
He who retreats, before he faces danger, 

Is but a coward. But the man who’s brave 

May safely shirk a quarrel with a brawler, 

For none, to whom he’s known, will doubt his courage. 
Take, then, these old and rotting yellow parchments, 
These mouldy folios, overlaid with dust, 

And throw them in the fire. For they prevent us 
From standing, as we should, on our own feet, 

And only spare us the fatigue of thinking. 

They bring the errors of times past and dead, 

As superstitions, into our new age. 

Into the flames with them! And let us go 

Where we shall find the open air of Heav’n ! 

Why, when the woods are green, and birds in song, 
Should we waste work on learning useless things, 
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And linger here, pent up in this dull room, 
With its depressing and moth-eaten walls? 
Dost thou believe thy life will last so long 
That, till thy death, thou’dst study theories ? 
Let us both bid a last goodbye to school! 
Thou, with thy rosy youth, go forth and sing, 
Bask in the happy sunshine and be gay ! 

(to LUCIFER) 
And thou, mysterious and doubting guide, 
Shalt lead me to the world in which we'll see 
Man’s high ideals rightly understood, 
Where all will freely speak their secret thoughts. 
From the accurséd stones of shatter’d fanes! 


SCENE ELEVEN. 


(London. A Fatr is being held between the Tower and the 

Thames. A motley and notsy crowd surges to and fro. ADAM 

(re-incarnate as an ELDERLY MAn) stands, with LUCIFER, 
on one of the battlements of the Tower. Dusk.) 


CHORUS 


(merging into the confused notse made by the Crowd, and 
accompanied by soft music) 
On the flood of life is rushing, 
Ev'ry wave another world, 
Why tremble when a billow rises, 
Or pity it when down it’s hurl’d? 
Now thy dread’s that in the masses 
Individuals may be drown‘d ; 
Now thy fear’s lest millions die 
When a Master King is crown'd ! 
Now ’tis Poetry that’s menaced, 
Now for Learning thou dost groan, 
To suit thy little, foolish measure, 
Ev’ry wave should surge and moan. 
And, in spite of all thy struggles, 
Thou wilt nothing win but foam, 
The unregarding tide will still 
Rush along to seek its home. 
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Let it roam as it would roam, 
Life will right itself ere long. 
Nothing in the world is wasted, 
What is new, of old we tasted. 
Do but hear its magic song ! 


ADAM 


It was for this that I so long have sigh’d ! 

Till now I must have wander’d from my way. 
Before me there I see the rushing tide 

Of life, and list to its inspiring lay ! 


LUCIFER 


On high, maybe, it seems a pious anthem, 

And all discordant cries of pain and woe 

Ere they are heard, melt into melody. 

So God may hear it — that is why He thinks 

That He hath made this world of ours so well. 

But on the Earth below, to human ears, 

It hath a diff’rent sound, disturb’d by heart-beats. 


ADAM 


Thou mocking doubter, tell me, is this world 

Not better than the others I’ve been dragg’d through ? 
The moss-grown barriers have been torn down, 

And gone are all the monstrous bug-a-boos 

That the dead past invests with holiness 

And leaves behind it to afflict the future ! 

Here is a field for rival breasts to breathe in — 

No more shall pyramids be built by slaves ! 


LUCIFER 


Nor, in old Egypt, from this lofty point, 

Would one have heard the victims’ cry of woe. 
And yet how glorious are their legacies ! 

Did not the sov’reign Multitude of Athens 

Do rightly, ay, and grandly, when one day 

It sacrificed a great and honour’d man 

To save the Fatherland his life endanger’d ? 

When we look down on life from this high place 
We are not disturb’d by things like woman’s tears. 
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ADAM 
Enough, enough, thou everlasting sophist ! 


LUCIFER 


And even if no woe were left on Earth, 
What platitude in lieu of it prevails ! 
Where are the lofty peaks that call’d to us ? 
The awful deeps ? The varied hues of life ? 
We seek in vain the surge of sun-lit seas, 
And find a dismal swamp, fit but for frogs ! 


ADAM 
What matter, if the People’s peace it proves ? 


LUCIFER 
Thou judgest life from thine exalted standpoint, 
That seething life which lies beneath thy feet. 
As History scans and weighs the vanish’d past, 
It does not hear the cry of woe and anguish — 
Or merely mentions it, as an old song ! 


ADAM 


Why, even Satan has become romantic, 
Or else a doctrinaire ! A rare achievement ! 


LUCIFER (potnting to the Tower) 
No wonder, when on haunted ground we stand, 
Recalling ancient times in a new age. 


ADAM 


For what the past thought I care not one jot. 
Bravely I will go down to the new world ; 
Nor do I fear that, in its swelling waves, 
There will be no great Thought, or Poetry ! 
Maybe they will not now express themselves 
With the loud thunder of Titanic strife ; 
But in their modest realm they will create 
A more enchanting and a happier world. 


LUCIFER 


Nor dost thou need to fret thy soul about it. 
So long as Matter lasts, so long shall I 
Prevail on Earth, and, by denying all, 
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Give battle to the forces of my Foe. 

And, while there is a human heart that beats, 

A human brain still conscious and alive, 

So long as Order still forbids Desire, 

Will Poetry and Ideality 

Live, as negations, in the world of Spirit ! 

But tell me... in what forms shall we appear 
When we go down to join the human whirl? 

For, aS we are, we cannot stir from here, 

Where the dead past surrounds us with its dreams. 


ADAM 
Why, anything would do, now that no man 
Whom Fate hath favoured, overtops his fellows. 
To understand the Crowd, we must be like it. 


(Both go into the Tower and presently re-enter from the 

Gateway, dressed as WORKMEN. They join the Crowd. A 

PUPPET SHOWMAN stands beside his booth. A Monkey, 

chained and wearing a red coat, perches on the top of the 
booth.) 


THE SHOWMAN 
This way, this way, good gentlemen! This way ! 
The show, the show, the show will soon begin ! 
You'll find it a diverting comedy. 
You'll see the Snake who trick’d our Mother Eve, 
The woman who was too inquisitive, 
And you will see how she bedevill’d Adam ! 
And then a nimble monkey you'll behold, 
Who, with much dignity, will act the man. 
You'll see a bear, who plays the dancing-master ! 
This way, this way, good gentlemen! This way ! 


(The Crowp surrounds the booth.) 


LUCIFER 
Why, Adam! ’Twas to us that he referr’d! 
‘Tis really flatt’ring to be cast for parts 
Which, after some six thousand years, seem new, 
And still can keep these cheery lads amus’d! 
ADAM 
Enough of thy poor jests! We will go on. 
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LUCIFER 
Poor jests, forsooth? Nay, see how they delight 
Those red-cheek’d schoolboys who, an hour ago, 
Were drowsing over their Cornelius Nepos ! 
And who will tell us which are wrong, or right — 
They who, when only ent’ring into life, 
Face it, self-conscious of awak’ning pow’r, 
Or they who are leaving life with weary brains? 
Would even Shakespeare please thy jaded taste 
More than those sad distortions tickle them? 


ADAM 
‘Tis those distortions pain me, Lucifer. 


LUCIFER 


The spell of ancient Greece is on thee still! 
Though, to the son or father — as thou wilt — 
Of Spirits, trifles of that sort mean little, 
This doctrine of Romanticism charms me. 

I take a strange delight in those distortions. 
A monkey gibbers at a human face 

Mud puts magnificence in its right place. 

A lifted shirt of hair reveals a crime... 

A harlot’s hymn stains chastity with slime. 
What’s low and sordid’s lauded to the skies, 
Love’s ecstasy old worn-out rakes despise. 
And I forget that I no longer reign, 

When, in so many ways, I live again! 


THE SHOWMAN (tapping ADAM on the shoulder) 


Hey! Hast thou paid the price of this good seat ? 
Thou rogue. No man amuses folk for nothing, 
Unless he’s sick of life and ripe for hanging ! 


(ADAM and LUCIFER move astde. A LITTLE FLOWER-GIRL 
enters, selling vtolets.) 


THE LITTLE FLOWER-GIRL 
Sweet violets ! Who'll buy my violets ? 
They smell of spring. Sweet violets! Who'll buy ? 
These little flow’rs will give an orphan bread, 
They’ll make the poorest here look bright and spry ! 
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A MOTHER (buying some violets) 
I'll lay them on the hand of my dead boy! 


A GIRL (buying some violets) 
I'll have some, to bedeck my raven hair! 


THE LITTLE FLOWER-GIRL 
Sweet violets, good sirs. Who'll buy, who'll buy? 
(She goes on.) 
A JEWELLER (at his booth) 


That wretched weed is in our way again. 

Do what we may, it still is in the fashion. 

Yet dainty necks should be adorn’d with pearls, 

Which fearless divers bring us from afar, 

Where they have braved the perils of the waves, 

And dared the monsters of the mighty deep! 

(Two MIDDLE-CLASS MAIDENS enter and stand lost 1n ad- 
miration of the booths.) 


First MIDDLE-CLASS MAIDEN 
What lovely stuffs!... And, oh, what dazzling gems ! 


SECOND MIDDLE-CLASS MAIDEN 
If someone would but buy us one or two! 
(They advance.) 
First MIDDLE-CLASS MAIDEN 
No man who had not the most base designs 
Would dream of such a thing as that to-day. 
SECOND MIDDLE-CLASS MAIDEN 
Not he!... To-day the men have wretched taste. 
On hussies and on food their gold they waste! 
First MIDDLE-CLASS MAIDEN 
(referring to ADAM and LUCIFER) 
How proud they are!... They do not notice us! 


SECOND MIDDLE-CLASS MAIDEN 
Or else they’re timid, and afraid to venture ! 
(They cross the stage. Drinks are being served in the arbour 
to a group of WORKMEN, seated at a table. In the background, 
music and dancing. SOLDIERS and CITIZENS stroll about, 
talking and enjoying themselves.) 
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THE Host (busting about) 


Make merry, sirs! We've done with yesterday ! 
To-morrow none of us may live to see! 

The Lord will feed His birds, the Scriptures say. 
They tell us, too, that all is Vanity ! 


LUCIFER (to ADAM) 
I rather like their gay philosophy. 
Come. In this shady nook we'll take our ease, 
Let’s see how cheaply the Crowd finds delight 
In sorry liquor and inferior music. 
FIRST WORKMAN 
The Devil made all this machinery — 
It’s robbing honest workmen of their bread ! 
SECOND WORKMAN 
So long as we can drink, what does it matter ! 


FIRST WORKMAN 
The devilish rich — they drain our blood away ! 
If one were here — I’d send him straight to Hell. 
We need some more examples, man, I say! 

THIRD WORKMAN 
What should we gain by that? Though he were dead, 
We'd have to suffer and we'd still be bled ! 

SECOND WORKMAN 
All idle talk. If some rich man came here, 
I’d do no harm to him. He could sit down, 
And show if he can drink or do as I can! 

THE Host (to ADAM) 
Well, sir? What can I do for you? 
ADAM 
Oh, nothing. 
THE Host 
Then out you go! Be off, you vagabonds ! 
D’you think I live by stealing what I earn, 
Or mean to leave my wife and child to beg? 
ADAM (rising) 

How dare you speak like that? 
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LUCIFER 
Heed not the rascal ! 


ADAM 
Well, we will go, and somewhere else we'll see 
How man is harking back to a wild beast. 
LUCIFER 


Oh, come, I’ve found what long in vain I sought. 
Here life untrammell’d goes its happy way. 

This riot, uproar and unmeaning laughter, 

This flaming up of bacchanalian fire, 

Which brings a flush to all those pallid cheeks, 
With idle fancies wipe away much woe. 

Is it not glorious? 


ADAM (moving towards the DANCERS with LUCIFER) 
Oh, it all repels me... 
(Two Beggars enter, wrangling with each other.) 


FIRST BEGGAR 
This is my place, and I can show my permit! 


SECOND BEGGAR 

Oh, have some pity on me, or I'll die! 

For full two weeks I have been out of work. 
First BEGGAR 


That only proves thou’rt not a proper beggar. 
Thou art a bungler... I will call the watch ! 


(The SECOND BEGGAR crawls away. The First BEGGAR 
takes ms place.) 
(begging) 
For Jesus’ sake, kind gentlemen, I pray, 
A penny for a miserable beggar ! 


(A SOLDIEP snatches a GIRL from the arms of a JOURNEYMAN 
with whom she ts dancing.) 
THE SOLDIER 
Be off, thou clod!... Dost you imagine, then, 
Thou art of any consequence ? 
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FirsT JOURNEYMAN 


I'll show thee, 
If proof thou needest. 


SECOND JOURNEYMAN 


Let the man alone. 
Keep clear of him — he’s in authority. 


First JOURNEYMAN 


Then why does he abuse and bully us, 
Though, like a leech, he sucks our blood away ? 


A TROLLOP (singing) 


Once, to win a golden apple, 

With a dragon men would grapple. 
Apples grow as thick as ever — 
But your dragons, never, never ! 
Pluck your apple when you see it, 
Only fools who find it, flee it ! 


(She throws her arms round a Youth.) 


LUCIFER (watching intently) 
Really, I like that kind of coquetry ! 
He who is rich should let one see his wealth. 
An iron chest to which a miser clings 
May hide within it sand, as well as gold. 
How touching was that yokel’s jealousy ! 
And how he long’d for his girl’s loving eyes ! 
He hugs the moment, ere away it flies. 
What cares he, if to-day his heart she charms, 
That soon he’ll see her in a rival’s arms? 


ApDAM (to one of the MUSICIANS) 


Why dost thou treat thine art so scurvily ? 
Dost thou enjoy what thou art forced to play ? 


THE MUSICIAN 
Not I! Why, I detest the sound of it. 
It tortures me to play it, day by day, 
And watch the list’ners shriek and yell with joy. 
Their shouting haunts me in my dreams at night. 
And yet, a man must live. That’s all I know. 
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LUCIFER (still absorbed tn thought) 


Who could suppose that in that wavering youth 

One would discover such philosophy?... 

The maiden knew that, though one hour might end. 
It would not be the last that she would see. 

And, while she kiss’d him, with a roving eye 

She sought a new admirer!... Ah, dear children, 
What pleasure you have given me to-night 

By helping me, so kindly, in my work! 

So here’s my blessing! Sin and woe be with you! 


SECOND JOURNEYMAN (singing) 


Though your week was hard and long, 
If your heart from sin is free, 

Kiss and drink and sing your song, 
Laugh at Hell, and grateful be! 


(The last chords of Church Music are heard. EvE (re- 
incarnate as @ MAIDEN OF THE MIDDLE-CLASS) enters, 
with her MOTHER, from a Church. —In her hands she holds 
a bunch of flowers.) 
A HUucKSTER (at his booth) 
This way, my pretty lady ! Come this way ! 
I’ve lots of bargains. Very cheap to-day ! 


ANOTHER HUCKSTER 


Do not believe him, or you'll get short measure, 
And all his wares are stale!... This way, fair lady ! 


ADAM (fo LUCIFER) 
Ah, Lucifer! Why nail me down to Earth, 
When yonder, clad in flesh and blood, I see 
Salvation, scarcely noticed, passing by ? 
LUCIFER 
She is surely not a novelty to thee? 


ADAM 
She is coming from the church! How beautiful ! 


LUCIFER 


She went there to be seen... perhaps, to see... 
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ADAM 


Thy wit is chill. Ah, do not let it touch her. 
Her lips are still a-thrill with fervent prayer ! 


LUCIFER 
Almost a convert. Soon thou will grow pious ! 


ADAM 
A silly jest. Though cold my heart may be, 
That harms me only. But a maiden’s breast 
Should harbour faith, a pious prejudice, 
The sacred poesy of days gone by, 
And all the fragrance of unruffled flow’rs. 


LUCIFER 
Then show me where that heav’nly pearl is hid, 
For ev’n the Devil would find it hard, indeed, 
To tell what pleases thy capricious taste! 
At best he can assist thee to possess it. 


ADAM 
Where could it be but in that maid ? 


LUCIFER 

So speaks 
The woodpecker, when it espies a worm 
And, glancing round-about, suspiciously, 
Vows it has caught the daintiest of morsels, 
The very sight of which repels the dove ! 
So oft a man will find his own salvation 
Where those around him see no sign of Heav'n, 
And even fancy that it smacks of Hell. 


ADAM 
What dignity ! What virtuous modesty ! 
I scarce can find the courage to approach her. 
LUCIFER 
Oh, never fear, man. Thou art not a novice! 
We'll have a look at her. She may be bought.. 


ADAM 
Be still ! 
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LUCIFER 
She may be dearer than the others... 


(A YouTH has meanwhile approached EVE tumidly, and 
offered her a heart-shaped cake of ginger-bread.) 


THE YOUTH 


Dear lady, will you deign to accept this gift, 
A little off'ring of the Market — place? 


EvE 
Oh, Arthur! It was kind to think of me! 
We never see you. Why do you neglect us? 
(EVE and the YouTH talk together in an undertone. ADAM 
watches them anxiously, till the YouTH goes off.) 


ADAM (watching) 
Can that half-ripen’d boy already own 
The treasure that my heart so longs to win? 
They whisper, and she smiles at him so sweetly. 
She waves him a farewell!... Alas, what anguish ! 
Oh, I must speak to her! 


THE MOTHER (to EVE) 
Yes, Arthur’s family 
Is well-to-do. But I have no idea 
If it would care to be connected with us. 
So do not throw away thine other suitor, 
Whose bunch of flow’rs surprized thee so to-day. 


ADAM (approaching EVE and her MOTHER) 
Dear ladies, may I have the privilege 
Of serving as your escort through the crowd? 
EVE 
Oh! What audacity ! 
THE MOTHER 
How dare you? Go! 
Do you imagine that an utter stranger 
Can pay my daughter compliments in public? 
ADAM 


How could he well do less!... This lovely maid 
Is the ideal of my dream of woman. 
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THE MOTHER 
Oh, you may dream whatever dreams you please. 
But do not fancy that my daughter’s charms 
Have bloom’d for such a vagabond as you. 
(ADAM draws back in dismay. AGYPSY-WOMAN approaches 
EVE.) 

THE GyPpsy-WoMAN 
My pretty lady, loveliest in the land, 
What’s written in your tiny, tender hand ? 
If you will let me read your palm, maybe, 
A future full of happiness I’d see! 

(reading EvE’s palm) 
I see a handsome husband — very near — 
With health and wealth and many children dear!... 
(EVE gives her a coin.) 
LUCIFER (pointing to ADAM) 

Sister! What may my comrade fear or hope? 

THE GYPSY-WOMAN 
His future’s dark... Starvation?... Or... the rope?... 


ADAM (to EVE) 
Ah, do not turn away so ruthlessly ! 
This heart of mine, I feel, was made for thee! 
EVE 
Oh, mother! Will you let him... 
THE MOTHER (to ADAM) 
Off with you, 
Or I will call the watch ! 
EVE 
Nay, let him be. 
He’ll grow more sensible... No harm he’s done. 
(EVE and her MOTHER move on.) 
ADAM 
Oh, blesséd poesy! In this dull world 
Is there no corner left for aught but prose? 
LUCIFER 
Of course there is!... Think of that gingerbread, 
That bunch of flow’rs, the dancing and the arbour ! 
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Were they not poesy? Why be so nice? 
There’s plenty left on Earth to fill thy dreams. 
ADAM 


What is it worth, if greed and selfishness 
Are lurking ev’rywhere, and nowhere round 
Nobility of soul is now reveal’d? 


LUCIFER 
That, also, may have linger’d in the schools, 
Which life has not had time as yet to ravage. 
(A few SCHOLARS enter and stroll by.) 
And yonder, in the very nick of time, 
A few of our young scholars come this way ! 
FIRST SCHOLAR 


Hurrah ! We've left the musty school behind ! 
To-day we'll have a roaring time together ! 


SECOND SCHOLAR 
Into the open air! I hate the town, 
Its drab routine and greedy business ways ! 
THIRD SCHOLAR 
Let’s see if we can pick a quarrel somewhere ! 
Brawling’s a manly and exciting sport ! 
FIRST SCHOLAR 


Ay, let us rob some hirelings of their sweethearts ; 
Snatch ‘em away! And then we'll have a brawl! 
Then we'll elope with them and seek the woods! 
We'll have enough to pay for ale and music. 

And when the night falls, we will celebrate 

Our vict’ry, and imagine we are princes ! 


FOURTH SCHOLAR 
Hurrah ! Hurrah! We'll vex the Philistines ! 
FIRST SCHOLAR 


And so, to bind our boon companionship, 
We'll be as merry as we all can be: 

Till later, when our country calls to us, 
We show our courage on the battle-field ! 


(They move on and off.) 
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ADAM 
A gladd’ning sight in this depressing world. 


The germ of better times my heart can see. 


LUCIFER 


Thou lt see to what thy germ some day will grow, 
When once the dust of school is swept away. 


(Two MANUFACTURERS approach, talking.) 


Look now at those two manufacturers. 
When they were young, they were just like those boys. 


First MANUFACTURER 


This competition is too much for me. 
Cheap prices. That’s what ev’ryone demands | 
And so I have to adulterate my wares ! 


SECOND MANUFACTURER 
The wages of the workmen must be lower’d! 


FIRST MANUFACTURER 
It can’t be done. They’re truculent already, 
The dogs! They vow they’ve not enough to live on!... 
There may be something, too, in what they say... 
But who the devil tells them to get married? 
Why must each man have half-a-dozen brats? _. - 


SECOND MANUFACTURER 


We'll have to make them sweat more for their wages... 
We'll make them stick to work through half the night. 
The other half is all they need for sleep — 

Much dreaming is not good for most of them. 


(The two MANUFACTURERS go off.) 


ADAM 


Away with them!... Why was I forced to see them? 
But what has happen’d to that lovely maid? 

Come, Lucifer. Now prove thy potency, 

By helping me to win her ear. 


LUCIFER 


The Devil 
Dislikes to waste his pow’r on trivial things. 
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ADAM 
What may to thee seem trivial ’s all to me! 


LUCIFER 


Then win her. Learn, though, to control thy heart, 

And do not be afraid of telling lies. 

Answer my questions, and she’ll soon be thine. 

(raising his voice, for the benefit of the GyPSY-WOMAN who 
is eavesdropping behind him) 

Now you may see, my lord, the inconvenience 

Of mixing with such people in disguise ! 

At evry turn, one is exposed to insult. 

Did they but dream that, on this very day, 

Four of our ships would reach this port from India, 

They'd treat us diff’rently. 


ADAM 
"Tis probable. 


THE GYPSY-WOMAN (astde) 
This revelation should be worth much gold ! 
(To ADAM) 


A moment, sir. You tried to hide your rank. 
To punish you, I prophesied you evil ! 

But secrets cannot be conceal’d from me, 
For long ago I made a friend of Satan! 


LUCIFER (aside) 
How nice, if it were true, thou ancient hag! 
THE Gypsy-WoMAN (to ADAM) 


To-day you'll see your ships at anchor here! 
And I have better news than that for you... 
A pretty maiden loves you to distraction ! 


ADAM (to the GyPSy-WOMAN) 
How can I win her? 


THE GyYpPsy-WOMAN 
She is almost won. 


ADAM 
But she rejected me. 
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THE GYPSY-WOMAN 


Yet she'll be yours. 
Ere long the maiden will again be here 
And what the sybil told thee will be clear. 


(She goes off.) 


ADAM 
Ah, Lucifer, perchance the hag will beat thee ! 


LUCIFER 


Far be it from me to deny her worth, 
When she is acting for the Devil on earth. 


(A QUACK enters, in a cart, amid a flourish of trumpets. 
He ts surrounded by a crowd. In the centre of the stage, he 
halts.) 


THE QUACK 
Make way, make way, make way! And feast your eyes 
On me, a man grown grey because he's wise! 
The secrets Nature had so long conceal’d, 
Thanks to my tireless labour, she’s reveal’d ! 
ADAM 
What is that crack-brain’d creature, Lucifer ? 


LUCIFER 


Science itself, which lives by quackery... 
Just as it did when once thou wast so learnéd. 
But now it has to cry its wares more loudly, 


ADAM 


Surely I never went to that extreme? 
Fie on the fellow ! 


LUCIFER 


Nay, he’s not to blame 
If he is frighten’d and would fain avoid 
The fate recorded on a Sage’s tomb: 
“Ex gratia speciali, 
Mortuus in hospitali.”’ 
He has spent himself for others, day and night, 
And fairly earn’d the right to some reward. 
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THE QUACK 


To serve humanity I long have toil’d, 
And now behold the marvellous results ! 
(holding up a phial) 
Here’s an elixir to prolong your lives, 
To cure the sick and make the old grow young ! 
In ages past the mighty Pharaohs drank it. 
(taking up another phial) 
And here is Tancred’s philtre, brew’d by magic ! 
(taking up another object) 
This wash in other days was used by Helen! 
(lifting a tome) 
And Kepler wrote this rare ‘Astrology’ ! 
ADAM 
Did’st hear his catalogue? ... While to the future 
We look’d for light, he found it in the past. 
LUCIFER 


And no one sets much store upon the present, 

Nor does a man seem great in his own bedroom. 
After ten years of matrimonial life, 

One knows one’s wife by heart — ev’n to her freckles. 


THE QUACK 
Buy, buy, my friends! Throw not your chance away! 
You'll not regret it if you buy to-day! 
VOICES FROM THE CROWD 
Here! Hand it down, man!... I can use the stuff!... 
Why, it’s a bargain!... Ay, ‘tis cheap enough!... 


LUCIFER 
See how these people who believe in naught, 
Rush after miracles, which may be bought! 
(EVE and her MoTHER re-enter, followed by the Gypsy- 
WoMAN, who whispers to them.) 
EvE (to the GyPsy-WoMAN) 
You're wasting words. We know your gypsy patter. 
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THE Gypsy-WoMAN 
By my salvation, all I say is true. 
That gentleman, I tell you, loves you so 
That at this moment you could be his mistress ! 
You'd live in luxury, ah, like a duchess, 
Drive in your carriage to the ball and opera ! 


THE MOTHER 
When one reflects, it’s much more sensible 
Than to grow faded, as a poor old wife, 
In the dull workshop of some dreary cobbler ! 
THE GyPsy-WOMAN 
You see him? ... There he stands... and looks for you... 


EVE 
Tis not polite of him to overlook me... 
His hands are delicate... his bearing’s noble... 


THE MOTHER 

I’ve no objection even to his friend. 
Despite his hook nose and his bandy legs, 
He seems a decent man, well on in years. 
I'll go, my daughter. It were best, maybe, 
To leave you here together for a while. 

THE Gypsy-WoMAN (to ADAM) 
There is your beauty. She is sighing for you! 

ADAM (moving to join EVE) 
I'll haste to her... Oh, what delight ! What bliss ! 
THE Gypsy-WoMAN 

And you will not forget your go-bet ween! 


LUCIFER (giving her some gold) 

The gold’s my friend’s. From me accept this hand-shake! 
(He squeezes her hand.) 

THE GYPSY-WOMAN (screaming) 

Oh, oh, it hurts! 
(She goes off.) 
LUCIFER 
Thou hag! It would delight thee, 

If thou wert what thou did’st pretend to be! 
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EvE (#0 Apam) 


Would you not like to buy me something nice? . . , 
That beauty wash, for instance, would be welcome. . 


ADAM 


The rose that warms thy maiden cheek suffices. 
To me, it seems a charm beyond compare ! 
(The Quack moves away.) 


EVE 
Nay, sir, you flatter me. 


ADAM 
Ah, do not shame me! 
I’ll hang about thee pearls and diamonds. 
Not to enhance or to adorn thy beauty, 
But to enrich them with a worthy background. 
EVE 
Ab! Yonder I saw many jewellers... 
But gems are not for a poor girl like me! 
ADAM 
We'll have a look at some. 


LUCIFER 
No need of that. 
I have some jewels with me that would suit you! 
(He produces some jewels and offers them to EVE, who tries 
them on delightedly.) 
EVE 
How bright, how lovely ! How they’ll envy me! 


ADAM (referring to the gingerbread) 
That heart... I cannot bear the sight of it ! 


EVE 


I can get cid of it, if it annoys you. 
(She throws away the heart.) 


LUCIFER 


Bravo! I'll trample on it ! 
(He stamps on the heart.) 
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EVE 
What was that?... 
Can I have heard a cry? Or was it fancy ? 
(Meanwhile a PRISONER, condemned to death, has been 
dragged in on a cart. A crowd forms behind him.) 


VOICES FROM THE CROWD 


Make haste! Come on!... I said he was a coward... 
He’s threatening still!... Ah, let us follow him! 
(The PRISONER ts dragged across the stage.) 


ADAM 
What is the meaning of this noisy crowd ? 


EVE 
They're hanging him!... How lucky we are here! 
Let’s go with them. It’s an exciting sight ! 
And what a chance to show my jewels bright ! 


ADAM 
What crime has he committed ? 


EVE 
Nay, I know not. 


LUCIFER 


It really does not matter. But I'll tell you. 
For years, he had work’d at Lovel’s factory 
Where he inhaled the deadly fumes of lead... 
For weeks he languish’d in a hospital. 
Meanwhile, the wife he lov’d was left in want. 
But Lovel’s son was young and generous — 
They met, and soon forgot all but themselves. 


FIRST WORKMAN (to the PRISONER) 
Take courage, comrade! Thou wilt die a martyr — 
We will remember thee and bless thy name! 
LUCIFER (continuing) 


The man grew well, but he had lost his wife. 
His place was fill’d — in vain he begg’d for work. 
His heart rebell’d — one day he dared to threaten. 
Young Lovel’s answer was a blow! And then 
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The mischief happen’d... he espied a knife... 

Well, there he goes!... And now old Lovel’s mad ! 

(As LUCIFER speaks the last words, LOVEL enters, a prey to 
melancholia.) 


LOVEL 
You lie! You lie! I am not mad! Do I 
Not understand what my son’s wound has whisper’d ? 
Oh, take my fortune! In mercy make me deaf — 
Or I shall grow distraught indeed with sorrow! 


THIRD WORKMAN (to the PRISONER) 
Ah, do not fear! Some day thou'lt be avenged ! 


FirST WORKMAN (us above) 
Lift up thy head! On them will fall the shame ! 
(The PRISONER and part of the Crowd have now crossed the 
stage and disappeared.) 


ADAM 
Oh, dreadful sight ! Why does it haunt me so? 
Who'll tell me which is the real criminal ? 
Is not Society alone to blame? 
Where that is rotting, crime will always flourish. 


LOVEL 


Yes. Blame Society... and take my riches ! 
If I could only cease to hear that wound ! 
(He staggers off.) 


EVE 
Let’s go! Or all the places will be taken ! 


ADAM 


I bless my fate! I was not made a judge. 

When one is lounging in a snug arm-chair, 

"Tis easy to lay down the law to others, 

So easy to pass sentence casually... 

But hard for him who probes hearts to their depths | 


LUCIFER 


In thy way, law-suits never would be ended! 
No one does evil, for the sake of evil. 

The Devil himself gives reasons for his acts... 
And ev’rybody thinks his own the weightiest. 
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The jurymen cut many ravell’d knots 
Whose threads a thousand good philanthropists 
Have tried and tried in vain to disentangle. 


(During LUCIFER’s speech, ADAM, EVE and LUCIFER have 
moved to the Tower, where,ina recess, they sce the image of 
a satnt.) 

EVE 


Let us halt here a moment, my dear friend, 
I’d like to leave my nosegay at that shrine. 


LUCIFER (fo ADAM) 
Prevent her, ah, prevent her, or we're lost ! 


ADAM 
Innocent child!... No, I will not prevent her. 


EVE 
From early childhood, when I came this way, 
I’ve laid my flow’rs here, as I will to-day. 
It comforts me. And it will soon be done. 
By walking fast we can make up the time 
We are losing here. 
(She lays her nosegay before the image. But suddenly tt fades 
and falls, while the bracelets and necklaces of jewels drop 
from her neck and arms and change to snakes.) 


Dear Lord! Ah, what has happen’d! 


LuciFER (to ADAM) 
I warn’d thee, but thou would’st not listen. 


EVE 
Help ! 
ADAM (to EVE) 
Be quiet, girl. The crowd is watching thee ! 
I’ll hang more dazzling jewels round thy neck ! 
EVE 
Begone from me! Away! Oh, help me! Help! 
These wizards and a horrible old witch 
Have trick’d and outraged a good honest girl ! 
(A crowd collects. The GyPSY-wOMAN returns, with 
WATCHMEN.) 
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THE GYPSY-WOMAN 


Their gold was counterfeit !... They must be here! 
’Twas quicksilver ! It melted in my hand... 


LUCIFER 


The fault, maybe, was in thy hand alone, 
Not in the gold. 
(to ADAM) 


Adam, we'd best begone. 
’Twould not be well for us to revel here. 
(ADAM and LUCIFER disappear inside the Tower and, while 
the tumult in the crowd increases, re-appear above, on the 
battlements.) 


ADAM 


Again I am disenchanted. I had thought 

It would suffice to banish the old ghosts 

And clear the field for healthy Competition. 

But I dislodged a mighty screw which held 

The whole machine together — Piety — 

And I have fail’d to replace it with one stronger. 
Does Competition mean that those who are arm’d 
Should pit themselves against defenceless rivals? 
Is't independence if a thousand starve 

Unless they will submit to one man’s yoke? 
Why, that is but a dog-fight for a bone! 
Instead, I dream of a Community, 

To guard, not punish, to inspire, not check 
Endeavour, by a great Codperation, 

Such as the Mind of Science could conceive 

And o’er whose order Intellect would watch. 
"Twill come some day, I feel, I am sure, I know... 
Oh, Lucifer, now lead me to that world! 


LUCIFER 


Oh, man, vain man! Because thy finite eye 
Sees nothing but confusion there below, 

Thou fanciest there is no codrdination, 

No system, in the workshop of this Life. 
Look down with Spirit eyes upon that crowd, 
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And watch the task at which they toil together — 

Only for us, though — not for their poor selves ! 

(Darkness falls. The whole market-place ts seen to be filled 

with a crowd dtgging a yawning grave in the centre. The 

crowd dances round the grave, and, one after another, all 

jump into the pit — some silently, others after delivering 
farewell speeches.) 


CHORUS 

Clink on, ye spades ! Complete the task 
To-day. To-morrow were too late! 
Although milleniums may go by 
Before the mighty work is done ! 
Cradle and coffin are as one — 
Beginnings from the end must borrow. 
Though fed, for aye insatiate, 
Who dies to-day will rise to-morrow ! 

(A death-knell 1s heard.) 
Hark ! Hark! The ev’ning bell ye hear ! 
We've done the work we had to do! 
Let those who wake when day draws near 
The mighty work begin anew ! 


THE SHOWMAN 


The play is over. Ev’ryone, 
Except myself, enjoy’d the fun ! 


THE Host 
You've drunk your fill. To eviry guest 
I wish a pleasant night of rest ! 
THE LITTLE FLOWER-GIRL 
My violets all are sold, you see ! 
New flow’rs upon my grave there'll be! 
THE GyPpsy-WOMAN 


Ye all your fortunes wish’d to know. 
Yet now ye fear and tremble so! 


LOVEL 


No good to me my riches brought ! 
But peace ere long I'll find for naught ! 


143 


A WoRKMAN 


The week is o’er, the shop they close. 
And now at last I can repose ! 


A SCHOLAR 


From happy dreams I’ve had to wake. 
Again I’ll dream, not dread or quake ! 


A SOLDIER 


I used to think that I was brave. 
Yet now I'll shiver in the grave ! 


THE TROLLOP 


My drunken joy has fled. I’ve lost my bloom. 
I’m chill. Will it be warmer in the tomb? 


THE PRISONER 


Ye chains ! I leave ye here amid the dust ! 
Beyond the gate, the Law may be more just ! 


THE QUACK 


The learning that we claimed was all a cheat. 
And now we're dazed — reality we meet ! 


EVE 


Why dost thou yawn before my feet, grim Death? 

Dost thou believe I fear thine awful gloom ? 

The dust of Earth is thine. But not the breath 

Of radiant Life. I'll shine beyond the tomb! 

While Love and Poetry and Youth endure, 

Upon my homeward way I still will go. 

My smile alone the ills of Earth can cure, 

And flush men’s faces with its sunny glow ! 

(She drops her vetl and cloak into the grave and is wafted 
away, transfigured, to the sktes.) 


LUCIFER 
Well, Adam? Dost thou know her? 


ADAM 
Eve! My Eve! 
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SCENE TWELVE. 


(The U-shaped Courtyard of a magnificent Phalanstery. 
The ground floor of the two wings form an open Hall, with 
a Colonnade. In this Hall, on the right, amtd steam engines 
sn motion, Workmen are busy. In the Hall, on the left, in a 
natural history Museum, with mechanics’ tools, astronomical 
and chemical paraphernalia, and other curiosities, a SCIEN- 
TIST 1s engaged sn research work. All the characters belong 
to the Phalanstery and wear the same uniform. ADAM and 
LUCIFER suddenly emerge from the floor in the centre of the 
Courtyard. Daylight.) 


ADAM 
What Fatherland, what people, have we here ? 


LUCIFER 


Such things as those exist no longer now. 

Was not the Fatherland a trite idea ? 

"Twas born of prejudice, and kept intact 

By Narrow-mindedness and Competition. 

Now the whole world is one great Fatherland, 
And all are comrades, with a common aim, 

While, watching over life’s soft-flowing course, 
There stands an honour’d sentinel, named Science. 


ADAM 
The ideal of my soul is realized ! 
All this is right and what I wish'd to see. 
Yet one thing I regret — the Fatherland. 
Methinks in some way it might have survived. 
Even in this new order. For Man’s breast 
Needs barriers, it distrusts the Infinite, 
And loses its intenseness as it broadens. 
It clings both to its past and to its future. 
I fear it cares far less for the whole world 
Than for the graves of its dead ancestors. 
He who would shed his blood to save a brother 
May have a tear, at most, to give a friend. 


LUCIFER 


I see thou hast cast away thine own ideal 
Before it has had time to shape itself ! 
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ADAM 
Do not believe it. But I really wonder 
What great idea could this wide world unite 
And weld together with the sacred flame 
Of some eternal human ecstasy, 
Which, though it once stirr’d up so many crimes 
And spent itself in vain on empty dreams, 
At last may help it to a nobler end. 
But tell me where we are —. what place is this ? 
Then lead me on and let my soul delight 
To share the happiness which oft Mankind 
Had fought and strain’d for and deserv’d to win! 


LUCIFER 
This is, like many such, a Phalanstery, 
A camping-place for Man of the new age. 


ADAM 
Let us go on. 
LUCIFER 


Nay, there's no need to haste. 
First we must rid ourselves of our old skins. 
If we appear’d as Adam and Lucifer, 
This scientific world would scoff at us — 
We'd be destroy’d, or put in some retort ! 
ADAM 
What nonsense art thou babbling there again ? 
LUCIFER 
Oh, that’s how things are in the Spirit-World ! 
ADAM 
Do as thou wilt, then. But do not delay ! 
(LUCIFER transforms ADAM and himself into beings ltke the 
Phalansterists.) 
LUCIFER 


Here! Take this garment. Now cut off thy locks! 
(ADAM does as he is bidden.) 
We are ready. 
ADAM 


Let us greet this scientist. 
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LUCIFER (to the SCIENTIST) 
I greet you, learnéd man. 
THE SCIENTIST 


Do not disturb me 
In my great work. I have no time for talk. 


LUCIFER 
I am very sorry. We have travell’d long,’ 
From a far settlement. We are studying science. 
It was your fame that brought us all this way. 


THE SCIENTIST 
I must admit, your zeal is praiseworthy, 
And I can leave my work now for a while. 
If only my retort maintains its heat, 
The matter it contains must do my will. 


LUCIFER (astde) 
So I was not mistaken ! Ev’n in you, 
Who have analyzed mere Man and Nature, too, 
A final sediment of dross remains — 
Great Vanity ! 

THE SCIENTIST 

Now we'll amuse ourselves. 

What is your special branch of industry ? 


ADAM 
Our thirst for knowledge has not tied us down 
To any branch. We wish to grasp it all ! 


THE SCIENTIST 


You are wrong. Great things in little things are hid. 
There is so much to learn, and life is brief. 


ADAM 
That’s true. I know that many men are needed 
To carry sand, and hew and shape the stone — 
Without them there would be no stately halls. 
But they are only blund’ring in the dark, 
And do not dream what work they help to do. 
The architect, though, overlooks the whole. 
And, though he cannot give the stone a form, 
’Tis he creates it, even as a god. 
Such masters have a lofty place in Science. 
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Lucirer 
And that is why we come to you, great master | 
THE SCIENTIST 


You did well. I appreciate you rightly. 
The tree of Science has a-many boughs, 
Of various kinds, in one organic whole. 
Only together do they charm. 
LUCIFER 
Like woman. 


THE SCIENTIST 
Quite right ! 
LUCIFER 
The same was said of mathematics, 
Long since — by a renown’d mathematician ! 


THE SCIENTIST 


'Tis vanity makes each believe himself 
The centre of his own appointed sphere. 
LUCIFER 
You did well when you made your favourite field 
Of chemistry. 
THE SCIENTIST 

Oh, I feel sure of that!... 
But let us have a look at the Museum — 
It has no equal in the world to-day. 
There you will see preserv’d real specimens 
Of animals which long have pass’d away — 
All nicely stuff’d. Once there were tens of thousands 
Of beasts like those, who lived with our forefathers, 
Then mere barbarians, and with them ruled Earth. 
They left behind them many wondrous tales — 
This one, for instance was their locomotive... 


ADAM 


That is a horse — degenerate, I fear. 
A diff’rent sort of steed once liv’d — Al Borak. 


THE SCIENTIST 


They say that Man once made a friend of this, 
And kept him without forcing him to work. 
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It seems he understood the human language, 

And learn’d to read the unspoken thoughts of Man. 
Moreover, we are told, from Man he borrow’'d 

His sinful faith in private property, 

And, to protect it, sacrificed his life. 

I am repeating things that have been written, 
Though I refuse to take them all on trust. 

In days of old, Man had mad dreams, you know. 
This fairy tale is only one bequeath’'d us. 


ADAM (examining the exhibit) 
That is the dog. All’s true that’s said of him. 


LUCIFER 
Adam, beware, or thou’lt betray thyself ! 


THE SCIENTIST (pointing to a stuffed ox) 
This was the poor man’s slave, in other days. 


ADAM 
When, like the ox, the poor toil’d for the rich. 


THE SCIENTIST (pointing to another exhibit) 
Here you may see the desert king. 


ADAM 
The lion... 
And there's the tiger... there’s the speedy doe... 
What animals may still be found on Earth ? 


THE SCIENTIST 


How can you ask?... Are things not as in your land ? 
All useful beasts survive, all those for which 
With Science we have found no substitutes. 
The pig and sheep, for instance ; but no longer 
In their original and simple shapes, 

As bungling Nature had created them. 

One is mere fat, and one’s all meat and wool. 
Each, like retorts, now serves our purposes. 
But, I am sure, you're well aware of this. 
We'll look at something else. These minerals. 
Here you behold a mighty lump of coal. 

Whole mountains of it once used to exist, 

And Man had but to dig up from the Earth 
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(pointing ) 
This ore you see was known as iron. 

Until it was exhausted, we were spared 
Our efforts to discover aluminium. 

(pointing) 
And this is gold, a most amazing ore, 
Far-famed on Earth, yet absolutely useless. 
For when, in his blind faith, Man still ador’d 
And pray’d to beings higher than himself, 
So high that they look’d down on Destiny, 
He set this gold beside those mighty gods, 
And, on its altar, he would sacrifice 
His ease, his rights, and all he accounted holy, 
To win a little of the magic metal, 
Which he could barter for all sorts of things — 
Even — it seems incredible — for bread ! 


ADAM 
Oh, show me something else. All this I know. 


THE SCIENTIST 


Indeed ? You are a learnéd scholar, stranger. 
Well, let us see the flora of the past... 

(moving on and pointing) 
Here is the very last of all the roses 
That blossom’d in the world. A useless flow’r — 
With millions of its sisters it would steal 
The fertile acres from the waving corn. 
A favourite toy of many grown-up children. 
A curious fancy, truly, now it seems. 
But play-things such as that pleas’d Man, of yore. 
Even the Spint had giv’n birth to flow’rs, 
Mere phantasies of Faith and Poetry, 
And, rock’d to skep in its delusive dreams, 
Had wasted the best part of its own strength. 
So its life’s efforts did not fructify. 

(pointing ) 

Here we still treasure up, as rarities, 
Two of those efforts. One of them a poem. 
Its author, who was wickedly conceited, 
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And longed for personal celebrity, 

Was known as Homer. A romantic world 

He pictur’d in his work, and call’d it Hades — 
We proved its utter falseness long ago. 

The other effort is the ‘‘Agricola”’ 

Of Tacitus — a foolish and sad essay, 

That prattles of the world of the Barbarians. 


ADAM 
So a few pages, writ in the great days, 
Have still been left us, as a testament ! 
And yet they cannot kindle any flame 
In this debased posterity, or stir'it 
To deeds that would destroy their man-made world ! 


THE SCIENTIST 


A just remark. But we have seen to that. 
The poison hid within those works is deadly. 
So no one is allowed to look at them 

Till he is in the sixties, and is pledg’d 

To offer up his later years to Science. 


ADAM 
But did the fairy-songs their nurses sang 
Not foster fancies in the ténder hearts 
Of children ? 
THE SCIENTIST 
Oh, they did. And so our nurses 
Now talk to children only of such things 
As higher equations and geometry. 


ADAM (aside) 


Ye criminals! Do ye not fear to rob 
The thirsting heart, at its most lovely age ! 


THE SCIENTIST 


Well, we'll go on. These instruments you see 

Are relics, fashion’d in peculiar forms. 

This is a cannon, with a strange inscription : 
Ultima ratio regum — so it runs. 

What it once meant, who knows? Behold this sword, 
Devoted to one purpose only — murder : 
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And he who kill’d with it was not condemn’d. 
That picture there was painted all by hand ; 

It took a life-time, maybe, to complete it. 

And yet its subject is an idle tale. 

To-day the sun’ does all such work for us, 

And, while the painter once idealized, 

The sun does faithfully what suits us best. 


ADAM (aside) 
But Art! The spirit of it must be lost!.. 
THE SCIENTIST 


And all those various objects there you see... 
How trivial! The flow’rets on that cup, 

The rambling arabesques on yonder chair, 
Express the wasted work of human hands. 
Could water from that cup refresh one more ? 
Was there more comfort on a chair like that ? 
Now our machines attend to such details, 

In the most practical and simple way. 

And their perfection is the guarantee 

That workmen who to-day may fashion screws 
Will go on making screws until they die. 


ADAM 


No life, no individuality, 

That would allow a man to outdo his master ! 
Where could a spirit find full scope for thought, 
And skill, to prove his heav'nly origin ? 

If he looks round and hungers to compete 

With others in this prim, machine-made world, 
He waits in vain for ev’n one fleeting thrill, 
Or an encounter with a beast of prey ! 

So Science, too, has disenchanted me. 

To me it seems a dull and childish school, 
And not the happy field I had expected. 


THE SCIENTIST 


But have we not establish’d Brotherhood ? 
Where does Man suffer from material want ? 
Surely, such thoughts as you express invite 
Some punishment ? 
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ADAM 
Then tell me, sir, I pray — 
What thought creates this uniformity, 
And fills this people with the same desire ? 


THE SCIENTIST 


Our guiding thought is this: that all should have 
Enough to live on. When Man was created, 

The Earth to him appear’d a well-fill’d larder. 
All that he needed, he could grasp with ease, 
By merely stretching out his hand to pluck it. 

So, like a maggot in a cheese, he squander’d 

What had been given him, grew drunk with joy, 
And yet, in wild, romantic theories, 

Found time enough for thrills and poetry. 

But, when one comes to the last bite, and sees 
That soon there will no cheese be left to eat, 

One must be thrifty ... or content to starve ! 
Within four thousand years the sun will cool, 

And there will be no vegetation left 

On Earth. But those four thousand years are ours, 
To seek a substitute for the sun-rays ! 

That should be long enough, methinks, for Science. 
For heating, water will maybe suffice — 

‘Tis oxydized, and most inflammable. 

The secret of our own organic life 

At any moment now we may discover... 

Tis fortunate we touched upon this point — 

I was forgetting my alembics yonder — 

I happen to be working on that subject ! 


LUCIFER 


Man must be growing very old, and fast, 

If he must look to his retorts for help. 

But, even if success should crown your work, 

It would be monstrous — like an unutter’d thought, 
A pang of love, for no belovéd object, 

A something alien from the heart of Nature, 

Which has no contrasts, no relationships, 

Deprived of individuality ! 

And how could it have any character 


153 


If it excludes all outer influences, 
And careless, prison’d in a glass, awakes ? 


THE SCIENTIST (pointing to his retort) 


See ! See thou ! How it surges ! How it flames ! 
Look ! Here and there are hazy forms that stir, 
Pent up within this hot and well-closed glass. 
The chemical affinities and reactions 

All tally, and ere long we'll find that Matter 
Will be compell’d to do what I have will’d. 


LUCIFER 


Oh, sage! I admire you!... Yet I do not see 
How it can be that those affinities 
Are not attracted to each other, but — 
Repell’d. 
THE SCIENTIST 
How can you speak so foolishly ! 
’Tis surely, an eternal law of Matter. 


LUCIFER 
I see. But, tell me, on what is it based ? 


THE SCIENTIST 
On what ’tis based ? It is a law, that’s all. 
Experience has reveal'd the fact to us. 
LUCIFER 
You are only Nature's stoker, then, no more, 
And Nature does the rest of its own self ? 
THE SCIENTIST 


But, with my glass here, I set bounds to it, 
And drag it from the mystery of the Darkness. 


LUCIFER 
I see no sign of life in it as yet... 


THE SCIENTIST 


It will appear, be sure. I, who have dug . 
Into the secrets of organic life, 
Dissected it, so many hundred times... 
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ADAM 
You dealt with nothing but a lifeless body. 
For Science follows lamely in the track 
Of the experience of living Youth, 
And, like the hireling poet of a king, 
May make his comments on his mighty deeds. 
But, ‘tis beyond its province to foretell them ! 


THE SCIENTIST 


Why do you mock? Can you not understand 
That one bright spark is all it lacks to live ? 


ADAM 
Ah, but that spark! Where do you hope to find it ? 


THE SCIENTIST 
One step, no more, is all we have to go 
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ADAM 

But he who has not made that final step 

Has nothing done, and still is ignorant. 

The other steps were taken in the courtyard ; 

The last should lead to the most holy secret. 

Oh, will that final step be ever taken ! 

(Meanwhile the smoke above the retort has begun to condense. 
Thunder is heard ) 


THE VOICE OF THE SPIRIT OF THE EARTH (from the smoke) 


No man will ever take it ! This alembic 
For me 1s both too narrow and too: wide. 
Thou know’st me, Adam? No one else divines me! 


ADAM (to the SCIENTIST) 
You heard that Spirit who reveal’d himself ? 
Oh, look now, look now, vain and feeble man ! 
How could you hope to conquer him who drifts there ? 


THE SCIENTIST 
A fit of madness! Ah, you frighten me! 
(The retort bursts and the SPIRIT OF THE EARTH vanishes.) 
The glass is broken... And the mighty work 
Must be begun again. So near the goal, 
A lump of earth, a stupid accident, 
Defeats us 


155 


LUCIFER 
Once they call’d it Destiny : 
It mortified one less to bow one’s head 
Beneath its pow’r than to be forced to yield 
To a blind accident. 
(A bell ts heard ) 
Why do they ring ? 
THE SCIENTIST 
Work’s ended. It is time for all to walk. 
Here they are coming, from the fields and workshops. 
Now the offenders we shall see chastised, 
And watch them give away the wives and children. 
Come. We will join them. I am needed there. 
(Long lines of MEN and WOMEN enter. Some of the WOMEN 
have CHILDREN with them. Among them ts EVE, re-tncarnate, 
with a CHILD. They form a circle in the Courtyard. An AGED 
MAN steps out of the crowd. ADAM, LUCIFER and the SCIEN- 
TIST stand in the foreground, near the Museum.) 


THE AGED MAN (calling) 
Ah!... Number Thirty ! 


LUTHER (stepping out of the line) 
Here I am! 


THE AGED MAN 

Again 
Your boiler has been greatly over-heated. 
One might imagine that you have a mania 
For putting Phalansteries here in peril ! 

LUTHER 

Who could resist the magic charm of fire 
When, sparkling, roaring, raging, he beholds 
A thousand leaping tongues surrounding him, 
Seeking to reach and utterly destroy him — 
While, fearless, he must stand to fan the flame, 
Although he knows that he could quell its pow’r? 
He cannot guess how potent is its spell, 
Who sees it from beneath a shelt’ring lid ! 


THE AGED MAN 
Unmeaning chatter. For that, you'll fast to-day. 
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LUTHER (stepping into line again) 

To-morrow, though, I’ll fan the flame again ! 
ADAM 
Ah, can it be!... I surely know that man... 
Once he was Luther! 
THE AGED MAN (calling) 
Next... two hundred and nine! 
Cassius (stepping out of the line) 


Here ! 
THE AGED MAN 


For the third time now I must warn you! 
You are always seeking for a senseless brawl ! 
Cassius (stepping back into line) 


A senseless brawl? Because I ne’er complain ? 
Who but a fool would turn for help to others 
When he is strong ? Was my opponent weaker ? 
Why did the fellow not defend himself ? 


THE AGED MAN 


No repartee ! Not ev’n your well-shaped head 

Excuses your abominable habit. 

Your head, indeed, is noble to a fault. 

Ay ! But your blood is boiling and ferocious. 

You must submit to treatment, till you're tamed ! 
ADAM 


Ah, Cassius! If only thou did’st know me! 

I fought beside thee at Philippi! Oh! 

Can a vile system, a poor theory, 

Be so mistaken that thy valiant heart 

Should seem an obstacle, and be ignored ? 
THE AGED MAN (calling) 


Number four hundred — next ! 


PLATO (stepping forward) 
I come! 
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‘‘THEe AcED’ Man 
Once more, - 
You have been so wrapt-up in phantasies 
That you have let your cattle go a-stray. 
To keep you wide awake, you'll kneel on peas ! 


PLatTo (stepping back) 
Ah, even when IL kneel on peas, I dream ! 
ADAM 
For what a part hast thou been cast, oh, Plato, 
In this Society, for which thou’dst long’d ! 
THE AGED MAN (calling) 
And now for seventy two! 


MICHAEL ANGELO (stepping forward) 
Well... here I am! 


THE AGED MAN 
You left your work-shop without due permission ! 


MICHAEL ANGELO 


Yes. I was tired of making legs for chairs... : 

Such dreadful legs, of an atrocious shape ! 

I had entreated them to let me change them 

And fashion them in a more ornate way. 

But they refused. As a relief, I wish’d 

To make the backs. I begg’d them all in vain. 

I was in danger of insanity... 

The torture was too great... I left the work-shop. 
(He goes back to the ranks.) 


THE AGED MAN 


For being insubordinate, you'll go 
Back to your room, and not enjoy the day !_ 


ADAM 
Oh, Michael Angelo! It must seem Hell 
To thy great heart if thou may’st not create ! 
How many whom I knew ’I here behold, 
How many men of genius, pow’r inborn ! 
With one, I fought. Another died a martyr. 
For that one there, the globe had seem’d too narrow. 
And now how uhiform, how cramp’d, the State 
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Has made it!..2 Lucifer, let us begone. 
My soul can bear this spectacle no longer. 
AREER sie DETERS, Sie ehe ae ee 


THE AGED MAN 
To-day, two children here have reached the end 
Of the time needed for a mother’s care. 
The People’s Nursery awaits them both. 
Step forth! Appear ! 
(EVE and ANOTHER WoMAN, each with a CHILD, step for- 
ward.) 


ADAM 


Ah, what a radiant vision ! 
So, even in this dreary world of ours, 
Some poetry remains ! 


t 


LUCIFER 
Well, shall we go? 


| ADAM 
No, on the contrary, we'll stay, and rest. 


THE AGED MAN 


Now, scientist, examine well the heads 
Of these two children. 


(The SciENTIST obeys.) 


EVE 
Oh, what lies before me ! 


ADAM 
That voice ! 
LUCIFER 


Thou long’st for that dull woman there — 
Thou, who hast cull’d Semiramis’s kisses ? 


ADAM 
I had not seen her then. 


LUCIFER 
Yes, yes! Of course. 
That is the old refrain all lovers sing. 
They all imagine they discover passion 
And fancy that, before them, none had lov'd. 
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This has been going on in the same way 
For a few thousand years, unceasingly. 
THE SCIENTIST 
This child should have the training of a doctor. 
That one will be a shepherd. 
THE AGED MAN 
Off with them ! 


(As they try to take her child away, EVE resists.) 


EVE 
Lay not your hand on him! This child is mine! 
Who'd dare to tear him from his mother’s breast ? 
THE AGED MAN 
Away with him!... Why do ye so delay? 
EVE 
My child! My boy! Have I not nourish'd thee 
With my heart’s blood ? What pow’r on Earth can break 
The sacred bond that ties us two together ? 
Am I to bid goodbye to thee forever, 
To lose thee in the careless crowd, while I, 
With straining eyes, shall vainly search for thee 
Among a hundred strangers — all so like! 
ADAM 
Ye men, if anything ye still hold sacred, 
Do not deprive this mother of her child! 
EveE (to ADAM) 
Oh, if they would but hear thee, blesséd stranger ! 
THE AGED MAN (fo ADAM) 


Stranger, this is a dangerous game you play. 

If we revived the ancient prejudice 

In favour of the foolish family ties, 

We should destroy the fruits of holy Science ! 

EVE 

What does this chilly Science mean to me? 

If Nature wills it, let them be destroy’d! 
THE AGED MAN 


Well? How much longer ? 
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‘ ADAM 


Do not dare to touch him ! 
There is a sword — I’ll show you how to wield it! 


LUCIFER (placing his hand on Apam'’s shoulder) 
Dream phantasy, be still! Be still, I say! 
(ADAM grows rigid.) 
Yield to the fatal pow’r of this my hand! 
EVE 
My child! My child! 
(As her CHILD ts torn away from her, she collapses.) 


THE AGED MAN (referring to EVE and the other WOMAN) 

These women have no mates. 

Let those who wish to wed with them step forth ! 

ApDaAM (referring to EVE) 
I claim this woman ! 
THE AGED MAN (to the SCIENTIST) 
Scientist } Thy verdict ? 
THE SCIENTIST 
A romantic man and a nerve-ridden woman 
Beget weak offspring. They are unfit to mate ! 
ADAM 
And yet I cling to her, if she will have me! 


EVE 

Thou generous man! I would be only thine! 
ADAM 

I love thee, woman. My heart burns for thee! 
EVE 

I love thee, too, I feel it... and for ever! 


THE SCIENTIST 


But this is madness! Truly, it seems strange 
To see the ghost of the dead past appear 
In our enlighten’d age! What can it mean? 


ADAM 
A ling’ring ray of light from our lost Eden ! 
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THE AGED MAN 
Deplorable ! 
; ADAM 
Nay, do not pity us. 
This madness is our own. We do not envy 
Your dull sobriety. All in the world 
That hath been great and noble had its birth 
In just such madness as ye would restrain |! 
A spirit-voice it is, from rarer climes, 
That’s borne to us, like a sweet melody, 
To prove that our two souls are kin to Spirit |! 
And we despise the common dust of Earth — 
We long to find a way to loftier spheres ! 
(He presses EVE to Mts breast.) 


THE AGED MAN 
Why do we listen? ... Take them to the mad-house ! 


LUCIFER 


We'll have to hurry ! Adam, let’s begone ! 
(ADAM and LUCIFER sink into the earth and vanish.) 


SCENE THIRTEEN. 


(In Space. In the distance 1s seen a segment of the Earth, 
growing smaller and smaller uh 1t appears only as one 
of many mingled stars. At the opentng of the Scene, tt ts 
dusk, which turns gradually to utter night. ADAM (in the 
semblance of an aged man) appears, flying with LUCIFER.) 


ADAM 
Oh, whither will our frenzied flight conduct us? 

LUCIFER 
Did’st thou not, then, aspire to flee the dross, 
And yearn for higher spheres where, or I err, 
The voice of one that was a kindred spirit 
Appeal’d to thee? 

ADAM 

"Tis true. I did not dream, though, 

That I should have to take this dreary way. 
Space is so barren, so aloof and strange... 
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As if to invade it were’ a sacrilege ! 

And in my breast two feelings are at war. 

I feel the piteousness of Earth... I know 

It cramps my soaring soul, and long for freedom. 
But I am homesick... to be torn from Earth 

Is pain. Ah, Lucifer! Look back to Eden ! 

First the flow’rs grew before our eyes, and then 
The woods were clad in quiv’ring robes of green. 
And now the well-remember’d scenes so dear 
Are turn’d into a flat, unmeaning plain ; 

What once delighted us is faint and dim ; 

The peak has dwindled to a tiny mound ; 

The flashing thunder-cloud, which, to the clod 
Who dwells below, was fraught with awe and menace, 
Has now become a wretched veil of mist. 

Where is the limitless expanse of Ocean ? 

Where has it gone? Like a grey spot it stains 
The surface of the globe which circles yonder 
And mingles with a million other stars. 

That was our world!... Oh, Lucifer!... And she... 
Were we compell’d to leave her, too, behind us? 


LUCIFER 
From our exalted standpoint, all seems vain. 
First, charm is rapt away — then strength and greatness ; 
Till at the end of things there’s naught to us 
Remains but cold and cheerless Mathematics ! 
ADAM 


The constellations have been left behind us. 

And still I see no goal, no obstacle ! 

What is existence worth, devoid of love 

And strife? Ah, Lucifer, this makes me shudder ! 


LUCIFER 
If thou hast reach’d the limit of thy courage, 
Let us go back, and drivel in the dust. 
ADAM 
Who says so? Never! On and on we'll go! 
The pain will cease when the last bond we break 


That ties us to our vanish’d Mother-Earth... 
But what is this? My breath is growing scant. 
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My strength deserts me, and my senses whirl ! 
So it was not an idle tale they told 

Of Anthaeus who, to renew his hold on life, 
Had to touch earth ? 


THE VOICE OF THE SPIRIT OF THE EARTH 
"Twas more than a mere tale ! 

Thou knowest me, the Spirit of the Earth. 
Know now that I, and I alone, inspire thee. 
Here is the barrier which restrains my pow’. 
Return, and live. Go on, and cease to be, 
Ev’n as the animalculae that leave 
Their drop of water — which to thee is Earth ! 


ADAM 


Yet I defy thee! And I fear thee not. 

My body may be thine — my soul is mine! 

For Thought and Truth I know are infinite ! 
They were long, long before thy world of Matter ! 


THE VOICE OF THE SPIRIT OF THE EARTH 


Vain Man! Beware, or dread will be thy fall! 
Does the aroma come before the rose, 

Form before body, light before the sun ? 

Ah, if thou could’st but see thy lonely soul 
Circling forever in unending Space, 

Seeking forever, hopelessly, to find 

Sense and expression in an alien world, 

Devoid of feeling and of understanding — 
Indeed thou’dst shudder! For all thou dost feel, 
All thou dost understand, is the result 

Of emanations of that mass of Matter 

Thou namest Earth. And were it otherwise, 

It could no more exist, nor could’st thou be. 
All Beauty, Ugliness, all Heav’n and Hell, 

Are but expressions of my living Spirit, 

With which thy tiny home hath been inform’d! 
Ah, what is here an everlasting truth 

May be impossible in other worlds, 

Yet, though impossible, may here come true, 
No Gravitation’s known here — Life stands still. 
What here is Air, may elsewhere live as Thought. 
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What here is Light, may there be known as Sound. 
And what is frozen here may go on growing. 


ADAM 
Thou can’st not shake my soul. It still aspires ! 


THE VOICE OF THE SPIRIT OF THE EARTH 
Oh, Adam, Adam! The last minute nears ! 
Return! On Earth thou mayest still be great, 
While, should’st thou overstep the Universe, 
And rend thy life, the Lord will not permit thee 
E’er to approach Him. He will lay thee low! 


ADAM 
And will not Death destroy me, soon or late? 


THE VOICE OF THE SPIRIT OF THE EARTH 


The empty echo of the old, old lie! 

Do not repeat it in this world of Spirit, 

Lest all Creation should be forced to shudder ! 
Respect the holy seal that God hath set 

Upon His secret ! Ev’n the Apple of Knowledge 
Could never break that seal! 


ADAM 


Yet I will break it! 
(They resume their flight. ADAM gives a cry and grows rigid.) 
This is my end! 


LUCIFER (laughing botsterously) 


So the old lie has triumph’'d ! 
(pushing ADAM aside) 
And now this mockery of a god may go 
Whirling athwart the void, like a new planet, 
Whereon life I can deal with may develope ! 


THE VOICE OF THE SPIRIT OF THE EARTH 


Thou scoffest over-soon, oh, Lucifer ! 
He merely touch’d the edge of alien Space — 
"Tis not so easy to desert my realm. 
(to ADAM) 
Thy home-land calls to thee, my son! Revive! 
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ADAM (recovertng conscsousness ) 
Once more I live! I feel it, for I suffer. 
But suffering itself to me seems sweet — 
Annihilation is too terrible!... 
Oh, Lucifer! Lead me to my dear Earth, 
Where I have fought so many useless battles. 
Let me but fight again and I'll be happy! 

LUCIFER 

And, though thy strength has been so often tested, 
Thou still can’st hope new fights will not be vain ? 
That thou wilt reach thy goal? Thy stalwart faith 
Dwells in the childish mind of Man alone! 


ADAM 
Not so. Such foolish fancies do not lure me. 
A hundred times my goal I'll vainly seek. 
It matters little. For what is that goal ? 
‘Twill mark the end of a most glorious fight. 
The goal is Death, and Life is but a struggle. 
The struggle of itself is Man’s real aim. 
LUCIFER 
That might, indeed, afford thee consolation, 
If the idea of battle were but great. 
But thou wilt scorn to-morrow what thou'st fought for, 
And count that childish which had once inspir’d thee. 
Did’st thou not shed thy blood at Chaeronea 
In the defence of vanquish'd liberty ? 
With Constantine, did’st thou not also fight 
For the foundation of a world-wide pow'r ? 
Did’st thou not die, a martyr, for thy faith ; 
And, later, with thy science, did’st thou not 
Oppose the very faith by which thou’dst sworn ? 


| ADAM 
That may be true. But, none the less, the Idea 
For which I fought, however false, inspired me! 
It lent me wings, so it was great and holy. 
The shape it wore meant little. As the Cross, 
As Science, Liberty, or high Ambition, 
It serv'd its purpose and Mankind advanced. 
Oh, take me back to Earth, to fight new fights! 
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LUCIFER 
Hast thou forgot what said the Scientist ? 
Four thousand years or so from now, maybe, 
The world would freeze, the struggle would be over ? 


ADAM 


If all our Science cannot find a way, 
To hinder that, I will. I know. I’m sure! 
LUCIFER 
What then ? Dost dream that striving, strength or greatness 
Lives in the artificial world which Reason 
Would make and organize with theories ? 
Hast thou not seen it all with thine own eyes? 


ADAM 


Though Science may redeem the Earth, in time 
It, too, will pass away, like ev’rything 
Which has fulfill’d its end. But the Idea, 
Which gave it life, again will rise tnumphant. 
So Jead me back. I burn to see what doctrine, 
What new idea, on that redeem¢d Earth 
Will next inspire me! 

LUCIFER 


Well, then, we'll return ! 


SCENE FOURTEEN. 


(A mountainous and almost treeless region, covered with 

snow and tice. The sun appears as a red, vayless ball, seen 

through a haze. Dim daylight. In the foreground, amid a 

few stunted trees, junipers and straggling blackthorn bushes, 

is an Esquimau hut. ADAM, reé-incarnate as a broken-down 

old man, supporting himself} with a staff, descends from the 
hillside with LUCIFER.) 


ADAM 
Why do we wander in this frozen waste, . 
Where death stares at us with unseeing ‘eyes ? 
Only a seal, at moments, breaks the silence, 
When our steps startle it andiit divés down. 
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The vegetation is too tired to struggle. 

A few dwarf'd bushes tremble ‘mid the moss. 
The red-faced moon peeps from behind a cloud, 
Like a death-lantern, glaring on a grave. 

Oh, take me to my land of swaying palms, 
That lovely land of sunlight and sweet scents 
Where surely now the soul of Man has grown 
And blossom’d into full self-consciousness ! 


LUCIFER 


We are there now. That red ball is thy sun. 
Beneath our feet there lies the Earth’s Equator. 
So Science has not triumph’d over Fate! 


ADAM 


A dreadful world! Fit, at the best, to die in! 
I’d not regret what I should leave behind ! 

Ah, Lucifer! I, who once stood beside 

The cradle of Mankind, and had beheld 

The hope of a great future rock’d within it; 

I, who for Man have fought so many fights ; 
Now stand on this gigantic grave, which Nature 
Has cover'd with her shroud, and meditate — 
The first, and last, of men upon the Earth. 
Fain would I know how my race reach’d its end. 
Was't struggling bravely, in a noble way, 

Or miserably, waning more and more, 

Devoid of greatness, worthy of no tears? 


LUCIFER 


Aha ! How vain thou art of thy great soul, 

As thou dost love to name the force that sends 
The life-blood through the body, and inspires 
Young hearts with lofty idealities ! 

Do not desire to be at last a witness 

At thine own death-bed! Truly, this grim hour 
Should show thee a miraculous example 

Of what he gets who counts without his host ! 
The fever in Man’s brain some day dispels 

The dazzling visions of Man’s fever'd life. 

And who can tell which one of them was true ? 
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The final struggle, with its trivial anguish, 
Is drown’d in a loud burst of mocking laughter ! 


ADAM 
Oh, why did I not perish on the heights, 
Where I was conscious of my strength and soul, 
Instead of being forced to listen here 
To my own epitaph, indiff'rently 
Recited by a cold and callous Spirit 
Who has not fought, and will not die, with me! 


LUCIFER 
I recognize thy kinship with Mankind 
By the vain tears which mark thy re-awak’ning 
From cherish’d phantasies to clear perception. 
But, calm thyself. Thy race is still alive. 
See — yonder stands a human habitation. 
And he who owns it has just left the door. 
(An EsQuiMau, clad as a seal-hunter, enters from the hut.) 


ADAM 


Can that grotesque and miserable creature 
Be the usurping heir to all my greatness ? 
Had I to see this, also, Lucifer ! 

Thy consolation’s drearier than my sorrow! 


THE ESQUIMAU 
Can there, then, still be gods above us? See — 
Yonder are two who have reveal’d themselves. 
But who can tell if they are good or evil? 
I may be safer, if I flee from them! 

(He retreats.) 

LUCIFER 

Stay, as I bid thee! 


THE ESQUIMAU (kneeling) 
Mercy, mighty One! 


I'll offer thee the first seal that I catch 
To-day, if only thou wilt not destroy me! 


LUCIFER 


What right hast thou to sacrifice the seal 
With which thou would’st redeem thy human life ? 
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THE EsQuimau 
The right of one who’s stronger. Ev ry day 
I see the nimble fish devour the worm, 
Ere the seal eats the fish, and I — the seal ! 


LUCIFER 
And the Great Spirit at last feeds on thee! 


THE ESQUIMAU 
I know. I know. And yet the span of life 
In which he deigns to let me draw my breath 
With bloody sacrifice I have to buy. 
ADAM 
How cowardly ! 
LUCIFER 
Was't thou not even so? 
The only difference between ye two 
Is this... his seal he offers to his god, 
While thou did’st sacrifice Mankind to thine, 
That each of ye had made in his own image! 


THE EsQuiMau 


I see thou'rt anger’d, and could tell thee why — 
Because, in my sore need, I dared to pray 

To the great Sun-God, who 1s always good, 

Who asks for nothing and gives ev’rything, 

And who, according to our ancient saga, 

Once reign'd here. Ah, if thou wilt but forgive me, 
I’ call down curses on him! 


ADAM 
O, great God! 
Look down and blush for miserable Man, 
Whom erst Thou did’st create so wondrously ! 
THE ESQUuIMAU (to LUCIFER) 
Thy friend is anger’d also, Does he hunger ? 
LUCIFER 
Nay, on the contrary. That’s why he’s wrath ! 
ADAM 
Another sorry and untimely jest ! 
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LUCIFER 


It is no jest, but truth. Thy reasoning 

Is that of one who’s sated — thy companion’s 
Is the philosophy of empty bellies. 

With arguments, you'll ne’er convince each other. 
But you'd agree at once, if thou did’st hunger, 
Or he could only have his fill of food. 

Ay, ay! Try as thou wilt to cheat thyself, 
Thou must obey the animal within thee. 

And not until its appetite is still’d 

Will what is Man in thee look down with scorn 
Upon the first essential of his being. 


ADAM 


Tis like thee, Lucifer, to say such things. 

With gibes thou draggest all that’s holy down 
Into the mire of Earth. Are all high thoughts, 
Are noble deeds, but steam from human kitchens, 
Or the unmeaning fruit of circumstance — 

The consequences, all, of a few laws 

Which move and dominate the life of Matter ? 


LUCIFER 
What should they be but that ? Dost thou believe 
Leonidas would in the pass have died 
Had he, instead of feeding on brown soup, 
In a republic without any money, 
Possess’d a splendid villa, like Lucullus, 
And revell’d, drunkenly, in all the charm 
And luxury of the East ? Dost think that Brutus 
Would have been slain, had he gone home in haste 
To lovely Porcia, from the heat of battle, 
And quieted himself with a good dinner ? 
What is it that produces Crime and Virtue ? 
Is one not born of misery and foul air? 
Is not the other due to sun and freedom ? 
And does it not, in after-generations, 
Perpetuate itself in form and spirit ? 
How many men have settled their accounts 
With life, and hang’d themselves upon some tree ! 
But, if unasked-for hands did cut the rope, 
When they were once again in touch with life, 
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They soon forgot that they had done with it. 
Had great Hunyady not first seen the light 
Within the bosom of a noble land — 

And had the shadow of a pagan tent 

Darken’'d his cradle, what would have become 
Of the first hero of the Cross? And Luther ? 
Had he been Pope, and Leo a Professor, 
Might not the latter have reform’d the Church, 
And dared the former’s excommunication ? 
Had not Napoleon’s glorious path been wash'd 
And levell’d for him with a nation’s blood, 

He might have moulder’d in some dingy barracks! 


ADAM (laying his hands on LUCIFER's Itps) 
Ah, say no more! All that thou hast unfolded 
Seems to be true and simple. And, for that, 
It is so much more deadly. Only fools 
Are blinded by mere Superstition. They, 
You see, are unable to perceive the Spirit 
Which prompts us and which acts upon us all. 
A good man, none the less, would recognize 
His brother, 1f thy cold doctrine did not kill him. 


LUCIFER 
Well — have a talk with thy companion there, 
And he may teach thee how to know thyself. 
ADAM (to the ESQUIMAV) 
Do many of you still exist near by ? 


THE EsQuimMau 
Ay, many, I believe. I could not count them 
On my ten fingers. To be sure, I’ve killed 
All of my neighbours. But that did not help. 
More came to take their places. And the seals, 
Alas, grow rarer! Oh! If thou art God, 
I beg of thee, let us have fewer men, 
And send more seals ! 
ADAM 
Ah, Lucifer! We'll go! 
LUCIFER 

But first we'll have a look at his good wife... 
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ADAM 


I will not look! Though Man has sunk so low 

That he now seems disgusting to our eyes, 

The sight of him does but awake contempt. 

But if Woman, the ideal, human poem, 

Hath also turn’d into a travesty, 

She'll make us shudder!... Come, I will not see her! 

(Meanwhile, LUCIFER has led ADAM to the hut. He now 

kicks the door open. EVE (re-tncarnate as the ESQUIMAU'’sS 

WIFE) ts seen within. As he halts on the threshold, ADAM 
stares fexedly at EVE.) 


LUCIFER 
Dost thou not recognize an old acquaintance ? 
Embrace her, for thou wilt most mortally 
Offend this honest man if thou should’st fail 
To pay his wife that trifling courtesy ! 
ADAM 
I embrace her?... I, who once press’d Aspasia 
To my breast!... Must I embrace that creature there, 
In whom again I dimly see the features 
Of someone else?: But, ah, how sadly changed ! 
As if, by dint of kissing, she had turn’d 
Into a beast ! 
THE ESQUIMAU 

Behold, wife! We have guests. 

See that they have a good and hearty welcome ! 


EVE 


Thou art welcome, stranger. Come and rest with me! 
(She throws herself on ADAM’s neck and drags him into 
the hut.) 


ApaAM (releasing himself.) 


Help, Lucifer! Away from here, away ! 

Oh, take me from my Future to my Past ! 
No more would I foresee my dreadful doom, 
My useless struggle! Then shall I decide 
Whether I'll still defy the will of God! 


LUCIFER 
Adam, awake! For now thy dream is ended ! 
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SCENE FIFTEEN. 


(Landscape with palms, as in Scene Three. ADAM, agasn 

a young man, enters, still heavy with sleep, from the hut and 

looks about him in amazement. EVE ts sheeping in the hut. 
LucIFER stands at centre. Bright daylsght.) 


ADAM 


Horrific scenes ! What has become of you ? 
Around me here all lives and smiles as gladly 
As when I left. My heart alone is broken ! 


LUCIFER 
Vain man! Maybe it would content thee more 
If Nature turn’d from its appointed course, 
If some new comet flash’d across thy night, 
Or if the Earth quaked when a worm expired ? 


ADAM 


Was't all a dream? Or am J dreaming now? 
And, as for that, is not all life a dream 

Which, for a while, illuminates dead Matter, 
And, with it, is dissolv’d and fades for ever?... 
Oh, why, ah, why, this brief self-consciousness, 
That makes us shudder at annihilation ? 


LUCIFER 


More lamentations ! Only the coward bows, 
Without resisting, to the threaten’d blow, 

While he has still the power to escape it. 

The strong man does not murmur when he reads 
What’s writ in the eternal runes of Fate; 

And sets his mind upon one thing alone.— 

The way whereby he may persist, despite them. 
"Tis Fate dictates the history of the world: 
Thou art its tool, and driven as it wills. 


ADAM 


Not so. Thou liest! For my will is free ! 
That privilege at least, methinks, I have earn’d. 
It was for that I paid with Paradise. 
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Much I have learn’d of all my dreams and visions. 
And now I am free to choose another way. 


LUCIFER 


Ay, if Oblivion and eternal Hope 
Were not for ever inter-link'd with Fate. 
Oblivion, then, would heal up ev'ry wound, 
While Hope would spread a carpet o’er the abyss, 
And lure thee, whisp’ring : ‘‘Hundreds it has swallow'd — 
Thou’ lt be the first who will have leapt across it !‘... 
When thou wast learnéd, doubtless thou did’st know 
The parasite which only can exist 
In cats and hawks, although, at first, it cannot 
Develope save in the entrails of a mouse ? 
But not this mouse, or that, has been foredoom’d 
To feel the cruel claws of hawk or cat, 
And many careful mice avoid them, too, 
Ending their days in their own family circle. 
Yet, none the less, a strict, unwavering law 
Ordains that just so many as are needed 
Shall be provided for their natural foes, 
To make it sure that, after countless ages, 
There will be molluscs still upon this Earth! 
The individual man is not enchain'd; 
Yet Mankind, as a whole, is bound and fetter’d. 
Enthusiasm sweeps on, like a flood, 
To-day for this, for something else to-morrow. 
The stake will have its toll of sacrifice, 
And alway some there'll be prepared to scoff — 
While students of statistics, with surprize, 
Will see that Fate is curiously consistent, 
And portions out, with regularity, 
Death, Marriage, Vice and Virtue, and Religion — 
Madness as well, and even Suicide. 

ADAM 
Enough ! A thought is darting through my brain ! 
Ev'n Thee, Almighty God, I can defy! 
Though Fate should sayto me: “So long thou'lt live !‘ 
I'll laugh at it, nor live unless I will. 
Am I not all alone here in the world? 
Before me is that cliff — belaw the gulf! 
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One leap, and then the curtain will ring down, 

And I can say: ‘‘The comedy is ended !* 

(ADAM moves towards the cliff, as EVE enters from the door 
of the hut.) 


LUCIFER 
Ah, how absurd! The end! Vain talk! Is not 
Each moment a beginning and an ending ? 
Is it for this thou’st seen so many ages? 


EVE (following ADAM) 
Adam! Why dost thou steal away from me? 
Thy parting kiss was cold, so very cold, 
And still thy face is dark with care or anger. 
I am afraid ! 
ADAM 
Why wilt thou follow me? 
Man, who is lord of Earth, has more to do 
Than waste his time in idle love-making. 
But Woman cannot understand, and foils him. 
(tenderly) 
Why did’st thou not sleep on a little longer ? 
Much harder now will seem the sacrifice 
I owe the future ! 
EVE 
If thou wilt but hear me, 
Thy duty may appear to thee much easier. 
For that which, till to-day, had been in doubt, 
Is now quite sure at last — the Future! 


ADAM 
Ah ! 
EVE 
I know thy face will be lit up with joy 
When I have whisper’d to thee. But . . . come closer. 
Nay, closer still! 
(whispersng ) 
I am a mother, Adam! 
ADAM (falling on his knees) 
Lord, Thou hast conquer’d ! See, I am in the dust ! 
In vain I strove, without Thee, and against Thee ! 
Raise me, or crush me, now... I bare my breast. 


176 


LUCIFER 


Thou worm! Hast thou so soon forgot the greatness 
I had lent thee? 
ADAM 


Nay ! Good-bye to that! ’Twas all 
A vain delusion. This, ah, this is Peace! 
LuCIFER (to EVE) 


And thou, poor foolish woman, dost thou boast ? 
In Eden was thy child conceiv’d in sin, 
And all ’twill bring the world is sin and sorrow. 


EVE 


If God so wills, another Child of Sorrow 
Will be conceived, who'll wash them both away 
And fill this world of ours with Brotherhood ! 


LUCIFER (contemptuously to ADAM) 
Oh, slave! So thou hast dared to fight against me ? 
(with a ktck) 
Get up, thou beast ! 


(The heavens open. The Lorp ts revealed in glory, surrounded 
by ANGELS.) 


THE LorD 
O, Spirit! Down in the dust ! 
Before Me none its great ! 
LUCIFER (cringing) 
Accurs’d ! Accurs’d ! 
THE LORD 


Arise now, Adam! Be not faint of heart. 
Behold ! I have restor’d to thee My favour ! 


LUCIFER (assde) 


A family idyl seems to be in sight ! 

"Twill suit the taste of sentimentalists, 

But ‘twill be dull to me... I'm intellectual ! 
I'd better crawl away now... 


(He prepares to go.) 
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THE LorpD 


Lucifer ! 
I have a word for thee, as well. So stay! 
(to ADAM) 
And tell me now, my son... What troubles thee ? 
ADAM 


O, Lord! Appalling visions have distress’d me. 

I know not what was true in them, or false! 
Ah, tell me, tell me now what fate awaits me... 
Is all that I can hope this brief existence, 

In which, like wine, my struggling soul, when strain’d, 
Will be pour’d out and swallow’d in the dust ? 

Or is this spirit meant for something higher ? 
And shall those who come after me progress, 
Becoming worthier to draw near Thy throne? 
Are we, like beasts of burden in a mill, 
Fore-doomed to tug forever at the wheel? 

Oh, shall the hero find his recompense, 

Though he is scoff’d at by the wretched Mob 
For whom he sheds his blood? ... Enlighten me, 
And I will thankfully endure my lot. 

Whatever I may learn, I can but gain. 

For this uncertainty seems Hell ! 


THE LorpD 


O, seek not 
To probe the secret that God’s kindly hand 
Hath wisely hidden from thy yearning eyes. 
For, should’st thou see that, on this Earth, thy soul 
Stays but a while, and, yonder, lives for ever, 
Thy suff’ring would no longer be a virtue. 
And, should’st thou see thy soul absorb’d in dust, 
What would there be to spur thy high ideals, 
Or make thee sacrifice thy fleeting joys ? 
But now, while through the mist thy future beams, 
Though heavy be thy load in this brief life, 
The feeling of the Infinite will uplift thee. 
And, if thy pride should run away with thee, 
Thou'lt be restricted by life’s narrow span. 
Virtue and Greatness still will be secure ! 
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LUCIFER (laughing) 
I ’faith ! A glorious road thou art to travel! 
Greatness and Virtue are to be thy guides. 
Two words, which only take on solid shapes 
When Superstition, Prejudice, and Ignorance 
Watch over them. Oh, why did I waste time 
In striving to achieve great things with Man — 
A creature kneaded out of Mud and Sunlight, 
pei bra Shae Sie I ede Soe 


ADAM 
Oh, mock not, Lucifer! Ah, do not mock ! 
I’ve seen the clear creations of thy knowledge. 
They were so chilling that they froze my heart. 


(addressing the Lord) 


But, O, dear Lord! Who will sustain me now, 

And keep my feet from slipping on their way ? 
Thou hast withdrawn from me Thy guiding hand, 
For tasting the forbidden fruit of Knowledge ! 


THE Lorp 

Strong is thine arm, and upright is thy heart. 
An endless field invites thee now to work. 
And, if thou list’nest, thou wilt hear a voice 
That ne’er will fail to warn and to uplift thee. 
Obey that voice! And should its heav’nly tones 
At times be deaden’d by the stress of life, 
The purer spirit of this tender woman, 
Less stain’d than thou art by the love of self, 
Will surely hear it. Through her heart ‘twill flow, 
And turn, in thine, to Poesy and Song ! 
With these two aids, beside thee thou wilt find, 
In good or evil fortune, constantly, 
The consolation and the smile of Genius!... 

ee (to LUCIFER) 
Thou, also, Lucifer, art still a link 
Essential to My Universe. Live on ! 
Thy chilling knowledge, thy inept denials, 
Will be the leaven that will make thee work. 
And, though for a brief spell it may beguile 
Man from his course, it will not greatly matter. 
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Ere long Man will return to Me again. 

But thy chastisement will be infinite ! 

Forever thou wilt see what thou would’st kill 
Become new germs of Beauty and of Glory! 


THE ANGELIC CHOIR 


Freely, betwixt Good and Evil, 

We may choose, O, ecstasy ! 

While, to shield us all, above us 

God, in mercy clad, we see. 

So, undaunted, do His bidding, 

Though ungrateful men may be: 

Let thy one reward for ever 

Be to strive unselfishly. 

Knowing that ‘twould be dishonour 

Not to do their Maker’s will, 

Noble hearts for Heav’n will hunger, 
Earth will chain the earthy still. 

But, however high thy flight be, 

By thy dream be not deceived, 

Thinking ’twas for thine own glory, 

Not the Lord's, thou’st all achieved ! 

Do not dream thy human help He needed, 
To accomplish what was His decree, 
Bow to Him and praise Him for the grace 
That His instrument hath made of thee ! 


EVE 
I understand that song! I thank Thee, Lord ! 


ADAM 


I hear it, too! My heart on high I'll set ! 
But, ah, the end! If that I could forget ! 


THE LorpD (#0 ADAM) 
Hark to Me, Man! Strive on, strive on, and trust | 


THE END. 
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